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HYMN I, 


Comfcrt under Affli€tion. 
New JERUSALEM TuNE. 
OW light (while fupported by grace) 
Are all the afflictions I fee, 
. To thofe the dear Lord of my peace, 
' My Jefus, has fuffer’d for me! 
| To him ev’ry comfort I owe, 
2 Above what the tiends have in hell; 
And fhall I not fing as I go, 
That Jefus does every thing well ? 


"it That Jefus, who ftoop’d from his throne 
Z To pluck fuch a brand from the fire; 
A wretch that had nought of his own, 

J Not even a holy detire! 
~My only inheritance fin, 
A flave to rebellion and luft; 
Polluted without and within, 
% A child of corruption and duft. 
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f Such was I when Jefus look’d down, 

When none but himfelf could relieve: 
What could I expect but a frown ? 

Yet he gracioufly fmil’d, and faid, * Live!’ 
And fhall I impatiently fret 
5 And murmur beneath his kind rod? 
His love and his mercy forget, 

And fiy in the face of my God? 


at) Oh no; in the ftrength he has giv’n, 

og And pledg’d his own word to beftow, 
fight through my paflage to heav’n, 
' And fing of his love as I go! 
aan mie’ll purge away nought but my drofs: 
Then let him afflict ;_1’ll adore, 

Su And cheerfully bear up, the crofs 
Which Jefus has carry’d before! 


HYMN Il, 


NorTHAMPTON TuNE. 


Ow the wings of faith uprifing, 
Jefus crucify’d I fee ; 

While his love, my foul furprifing, 

Cries, 1 fuffer’d all for thee ! 
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Then, beneath the crofs adoring, 
Sin does like itfelf appear ; 

When, the wounds of Chrift exploring, 
I can read my pardon there. 


Here I'd feaft my eyes for ever: 
While this balm of life I prove, 

Every wound appears a river 
Flowing with eternal love! 


As the fea, in reftitution, 
Renders filthy waters clear; 
Wath’d in this from deep pollution, 
Sinners white as angels are. 


Here, the fhades of guilt controlling, 
Morning dawns from blackeft night ; 
Jefu’s eyes, in darknefs rolling, 
Beam forth everlafting light! 


Sorrow proves the fpring of pleafure, 
War becomes the feed of peace, 

Poverty the fource of treafure, 
Anguifh teams with boundlefs blifs! 


Who can think without admiring? 

Who can hear and nothing feel? 

See the Lord of life expiring, 

Yet retain a heart of fteel? 
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' And fee my Saviour face to face. 


"tre 
Angels here may gaze and wonder . 
What the God of love could mean, 


When he tore the heart afunder 
Never once defil’d with fin! 


HYMN Ill. L.M. 


A fudden Thought in a fweet Frame of Mind. is 
MARTIN’S-LANE TUNE. 

My foul, whene’er thou fhalt arrive "2 
On thofe bright hills where angels live, > 
What object firft will draw thine eyes ? r, 
And where wilt thou begin thy joys? 2 
Methinks when I (releas’d from fin) i 
My everlaiting work begin, 
When on my new-fiedg’d wings I rife, ie 


And tread the fhores beyond the tkies ; 


I’ll run through ev’ry golden ftreet, | 
And aik each happy foul I meet, st 
* Where is the Lord whofe praife you fing ?— 
* Direct a ftranger to the King.’ 


I'll fearch the blifsful manfions round, ¥ 
Nor feft till I my Lord have found, a 
Till on his wounded fide I gaze, % 
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There will I fix my wond’ring eyes ; 
There I’ll begin eternal joys; 

And look and love away my foul, 
While everlafting ages roll! 


HYMN IV. C.M. 


Bleffed are the dead that die in the Lord.— 
Rev. Xiv. 13. 


CAROLINA TUNE. 


Wuart is it for a faint to die, 
That we the thought fhould fear ? 
’Tis but to pafs the heav’nly tky, 
And leave pollution here. 


True, Jordan’s ftream is wondrous deep, 
And Canaan’s walls are high ; 

But he, that guards us while we fleep, 
Can guide us when we die. 


A parting world, a gaping tomb, 
Corruption and difeafe, 

Are thorny paths to heav’n our home, . 
And doors to endlefs blifs! 


Eternal glory juft before, 
And Jefus waiting there, 
A 4 


2 
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A heav’nly gale to waft us o’er— By 
‘What have the faints to fear? | 


HYMN V. C.M. 
The fame. 


Way fhould we fhrink at Jordan's flood, 
‘Or dread the unknown way? 

See, yonder rolls a ftream of blood 
hat bears the curfe away! 


Diath loft his fting when Jefus bled; 
‘When Jefus left the ground, 

Difarm’d, the king of terrors fled, 
And felt a mortal wound! 


And now his office is to wait 
Between the faints and fin, 

A.porter, near the heav’nly gate, 
Fo let the pilgrims in. 


Aad, though his pale and ghaftly face 
May feem to frown the while, 

We foon thall fee the King of grace, 
And he'll for ever fmile! 
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HYMN VI. C.M. 
| The Flower. 


SWINFOR TuNe. 


> Love is the fweeteft bud that blows, 
"> = Its beauty never dies ; 

> On earth among the faints it grows, 
And ripens in the fkies. 


Pure, glowing, red, and fpotlefs white, 
Its perfect colours are; 

> In Jefus all its fweets unite, 

And look divinely fair. 


‘Open’d on Calv’ry’s tree, 
When Jefu’s blood in rivers flow’d 
For love of worthlefs me! 


i The fineft fow’r that ever blow’d 


: Its deepeft hue, its richeft {mell, 
No mortal fenfe can bear; 
- Norcan the tongue of angels tell 


How bright the colours are. 


- Earth could not hold fo rich a flow’r, 

_ Nor half its beauties thew ; 

_ Nor could the world and Satan’s pow’r 
Confine its fweets below. 
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On Canaan’s banks, fupremely fair, 
This flow’r of wonders blooms ; 
Tran{planted to its native air, 
And all the fhores perfumes. 
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But, not to Canaan's fhores confin’d, 
The feeds which from it blow. 

Take root within the human mind, 
And fcent the church below. 


And foon on yonder banks above 
Shall every bloffom here 

Appear a full ripe flow’r of love, 
Like him, tranfplanted there. 


HYMN VII. 
The fame. 


C.M. 


On what a garden will be feen 
When all the flow’rs of grace 

Appear in everlafting green 
Before the Planter’s face! 


No more expos’d to burning fkies, 
Or winter's piercing cold; 

What never-dying fweets will rife 

_ From every op’ning fold! 
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"No want of fun or fhow’rs above 

E To make the flow’rs decline; 
Fountains of life and beams of love 
% For ever fpring and thine. 


ENo more they need the quick’ning air, 
> Or gently rifing dew; 
~ Unfpeakable their beauties are, 
- And yet for ever new. 


... Chrift is their fhade, and Chrift their fun; 

, Among them walks the Kine; 

Whofe prefence is ETERNAL NOON, 
His {miles ETERNAL SPRING. 


HYMN VIiil, 
On Pfalm Twenty-fourth. 


Trumpet Tune. 


_ Lirt up your heads, ye gates, 
' Your golden hinges move; 
» The King of glory waits— 
' Admit the God of love! 
Your everlafting arches raife, 
~ And, as he enters, fhout his praife. 


4 Who is this glorious King, 
a Who at the portal ftands ? 
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7 
What title does he bring, And 


That he accefs demands? Bu 
Jehovah’s name, in battle ftrong, Aw 


Demands accefs, infpires the fong. 


Lift up your heads, ye gates ; Lif: 
Ye heav’ns, expand your doors ; + 
The King of glory waits $ 
To fpread your golden floors Ad 
With fpoils thro’ death and darknefs bom Th. 
With trophies from deftruction torn. : 


Who is this glorious King? . 
The Lord that built the fkies: 
His praife the feraphs fing, 
The holy, juft, and wife: 


Creation rofe at his command, Esv 
Redemption owns his fov’reign hand. Wh 
Vhe 


The pow’rs of hell oppos’d, | 
While he in conflict bled; 
And death’s ftrong bars were clos’d 
Round his expiring head: 
But death and hell pofleft no pow’r 
To hold him paft th’ appointed hour. 


The hour appointed came, 
The God put off the clay; 
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And, like a rapid flame, 
Burit through them all his way: 
A way fo wide, fo uncontin’d, 
That all his church might march behind. 


Lif: your immortal heads, 
VY our Lord’s from conqueft come ; 
On death and fin he treads ; 
heav’n prepare him room: 
A fheaf of glory’s harveft-ears * 
“The Victor in his chariot bears! 


| HYMN IX. LM. 
Chrift the Way to God. 


Lutron Tune. 


Sav s, how heav’ nly ts the place 
Where thy dear people wait for thee! — 

Vihere the rich fountain of thy grace 
Stands ever open, full and free. 


fuagry, and poor, and lame, and blind, 
Hither thy blood-bought children fly ; 
Athy dcep wounds a balfam find, 
And live, while they behold thee die. 


® Alluding to the (ints which came out of their graves 
ver bus cftion. 
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Hear they forget their doubts and fears, 
While thy tharp forrows meet their eyes; 

_ And blefs the hand that dries their tears, len 

And with his own their grief fupplies. 


Oh, the vaft myft’ries of thy love! 4 
How high, how deep, how wide, it rolls! 
Its fountain f{prings in heav’n above, 
Its ftreams revive our drooping fouls ! 


HYMN X. L.M. 
Chrift our Subftitute. 


Great was the price to juftice due 
-When Jefus would redeem his bride; 

Nothing but precious blood would do, 
And that muft flow from his own fide. 


Yet from the heights of blifs he fled 

_ On wings of everlafting love, 

And groan’d, and figh’d, and wept, and bled” 
The mountains of our guilt to move. 


How glorious was the work he wrought ae 

While dwelling in this earthly globe, Ap 
When each good deed and each pure thought "¢g { 
Conipir’d to weave our fpotlefs robe! Wi 
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refs’ in this robe, wath’d in this blood, 
Abd ranfom’d from the pow’r of hell, 
Femow have free accefs to God, 

+ juftice likes the payment well. 


hus Jefus wrought our righteoufnefs, 
Obr guilt fultain’d, our forrows bore; 
Sour’ our everlafting peace, 

And triumph’d o’er the ferpent’s pow’r. 


md now in heav’n he lives to plead 
Before his holy Father’s throne 

Vat he has fuffer’d in our ftead ; 
And fends us gifts and graces down. 


ind will this dear Saviour come, 

Ih majefty and glory dreft, 
iad take his ranfom’d children home 
Fo feats of everlafting reft. 


HYMN XI. C.M. 
The Complaint under Darknefs. 
CAROLINA TUNE. 


@y0o1ce in God, the word commands, 
And fain would I obey; 

Of ftill my fpirit ling’ring ftands, 
While doubts impede my way. 
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How can my foul exult for joy 
Whicl feels this load of fin? 

How cen fweet praife my tongue employ 
While darknefs reigns within? 


Whence fhould my lips give rapture birth, 
When I no rapture feel ? | 
Or how fhould notes of heav’nly muth 
Sound from an heart of fteel ? 


If falling tears and rifing fighs 
In triumph fhare a part ; 
Then, Lord, behold thefe ftreaming eyes, 
And fearch this bleeding heart. 


_ My Toul forgets to ufe her wings; 
: My harp negleéted lies ; 


if For fin has broken all its ftrings, 
+ And guilt fhuts out my joys. 


In vain I fearch the creatures round; 


Their ev'ry anfwer this— 


* No pleafure can in us be found 


aii), } * If God is not your blifs.’ 
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HYMN XIL 


C, M. 
2 The Anfwer. 
SwinFrorpD Tune. 


Harx! from the crofs, a gracious voice 
rth, §$alutes my ravith’d ears— 
€ Rejoice, thou ranfom'd foul, rejoice, 
® And dry thofe falling tears !’ 


Amaz’d, I turn, grown ftrangely bold, 
This wondrous thing to fee; 
And there my dying Lord behold, 
Stretch'd on the bloody tree ! 


« Sinner,’ he cries, ‘ behold the head 

* This thorny wreath entwines ; 
€ Look on thefe wounded hands, and read 
'* Thy name in crimfon lines: 


€ Thefe wounds I bear, thefe pains I feel, 
4 This anguith rends my breaft, 

* That I may fave thy foul from hell, 
And give thee endlefs reft.’ 


The pow’r, the {fweetnefs, of that voice 
My {tony heart can move, 

Make me in Chrift my Lord rejoice’ 
‘And giclt my foul love. 
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No more my harp negleéted lies 

With filent, broken,ftrings ; | 
From earth my foul has learn’d to rife, i @ 
And mounts on eagles’ wings. ee 


My dying Saviour’s wondrous love 
On earth employs my tongue; 
And when I walk in white above 
That love fhall be my fong. 
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HYMN XIII. 
Praife for Salvation. 


MADAN’S TUNE. 


FATHER, our hearts would now afpire, 
On wings of faith and ftrong defire, 

To thy celeftial courts above, 

Where all is glory, peace, and love. 


We praife thee for the boundlefs grace 
Extended to our fallen race, 

When we, in our firft parents, fell 
From Eden to the gates of hell. 


We praife the Son, who freely came 

From heav’n to bear our fin and fhame; 
Who fought, who conquer’d, all our foes, 
And bore the weight of all our woes. 


| 
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‘ Which draws, and keeps our hearts above. 
HYMN XIv. LM. 


‘We blefs the Spirit’s facred name, 
’ Who kindled that internal flame 
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Of holy faith, and holy love, 


Praife for a complete Saviour. 
WREATH’S TUNE. 


We long for that fair morning’s light, 


When we, in robes of {potlefs white, 


~ Shall join the bright redeemed throng 
*To fing that new and endlefs fong— 
_ Cho. To him that lives, but once was flain, 


Be honour, pow’r, and praife. Amen. 


To him that lov’d us when we lay 


-Conceal’d in uncreated clay; 


To hin. ...at lov’d us, though we fell, 


_ And fav’d us from the pains of hell— | 
To him that found us dead in fin, 


And planted holy life within ; 
To him that tavght our feet the way 
From endlefs night to endlefs day— 


’ To him that wrought our righteoufnefs, 


fandctify’d us by his grace; 


_ To him that brought us back to God, 
ie the red fea of his own blood— 
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To him that fits upon the throne, 
The great, eternal Three in One— 
To him let faints and angels raile 
An everlatting fong of praife! 


HYMN XV. 
A Profpeé of the Laff Day. 


Mapan’s Tune. 


I xnow that my Redeemer lives: 
And that bright morning will appear 
When every foul that now believes 
Shall rife and meet him in the air. 


Soon thall the op’ning clouds difclofe 
The terrors of the Judge’s frown 

To all his now prefumptuous foes, 
And thunder fwift deftruction down. 


The awful trumpet’s folemn found 
Shalt foon his near approach declare, 
And all that fleep beneath the ground 
His life-reftoring voice fhall hear. 


What wondrous grandeur, pow’r and love, 
Will our Redeemer then difplay, 

While earth beneath, and heav’n above 

At once his potent call obey! 


| 
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But the fame voice that rends the fkies, 


| _ And hurls the wicked down to hell, 


| Shall bid the happy faints arife, 


_ And with their Lord in glory dwell. 


Triumphant over fin and death, 

_ Thefe bodies into life thall {pring; 
And tune their firft celeftial breath 
A bleeding Saviour’s love to fing. 


HYMN XVI. LM. 
Joyful Expeftation of Heaven. 
MARTIN’S-LANE Tune. 


Anp am I bleft with Jefu’s love? 

And fhall I dwell with him above? 

And will the joyful period come 

When I fhall call the heav’ns my home? 


Think, O my foul, what muft it be 
A world of glorious minds to fee, 
Drink at the fountain head of peace, 
And bathe in everlafting blifs! 


To hear them all at once proclaim 

Eternal glories to the Lamb; 

And join, with joyful heart and tongue, 

That new, that never-ending fong! 
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And does the happy hour draw near, 
When Chrift will in the clouds appear; 
And I without a vail fhall fee L 
The Man, the Gop that bled for me! . 


If in my foul fuch joy abounds 
While weeping faith explores his wounds, 2 
How glorious will thofe fcars appear | 
When perfect blifs forbids a tear! 


Think, O my foul, if ’tis fo fweet 
On earth to fit at Jefu’s feet, 
What muft it be to wear acrown, 
And fit with Jefus on his throne! 


HYMN XVII. 
The Coming of Chrift to Fudgment. 
Tune. 
Lo, he comes, array’d in vengeance, | 
Riding down the heav’nly road; . 
Floods of fury roll before him.— 
Who can meet an angry God? 


Tremble finners, 
Who can ftand before his rod! 


Lo he comes, in glory fhining; 
Saints, arife and meet your King! 
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* Glorious Captain of falvation, 

‘ Welcome! welcome!’ hear them fing ! 
: Shouts of triumph, 

_ Make the heav’ns with echoes ring, 


" (Now, defpifers, look and wonder! 

_ Hear the dreadful found * Depart,’ 

 Rattling, like a peal of thunder, 

Through each guilty rebel’s heart ! 
Loft for ever, 

Hope and finners here muft part! 


Still they hear the awful fentence; 
Hell refounds the dreadful roar, 
While their heart-ftrings twinge with anguith, 
Trembling on the burning fhore |} 
Juftice feals it— 
Down they fink, to rifeno more! 


How they fhrink, with horror viewing 
Hell’s deep caverns op’ning wide! 
Guilty thoughts, like ghofts purfuing, 
Plunge them down the rolling tide! 

Now confider, 
Ye who fcorn the Lamb that dy’d!) 


Hark ! ten thoufand harps refounding! 
Form’d in bright and grand array, 
B4 


Heav’'n before them 
Opens an eternal day! 


Tts good f0 Wait upon the Lord 
When Chritt himfelf draws near, 
v’ry heart With one accord 
N folemn Prayer, 


We Pray for grace to hold out Well 
The Conflict but be n; 


Cy of their patt engagements tell, 
And fing the Conquefts won. 


aptain leads the Way! 
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( 24 ) 
| See the glorious armies rifing, Ww 
While their Cc 
T) 
| HYMN XVIII. C. M, 
Communion with Saints abor 
| | Camber IDcg N 
| | 
| © thus we fee} the Saviour’s love | 
aq In heav'nly thow’rs defcend, 
Our fouls ©ommune with faints above 
| In blifs that Knows no end, 
| We tafte the Precious {treams of grace 
| The fountain makes them ling : 
We travel] through the Wildernefs__ 
| They ft before the K ij 
| 
‘ 
| | 
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le fight the battles of the Lord, 
© And are fometimes caft down ; 
They wield no more the warrior’s fword, 
_ But wear the conqueror’s crown. 

HYMN XixX. C.M, 
The fame. 


_ Tue faints above, in fpotlefs white, 
. For ever fing and fhine; 

2 Our clothing oft abhors the light, 

_ And we in darknefs pine. 


Yet we all eat one living bread, 
i And fhare one noble birth ; 

_ Though they in heav’n are richly fed, 
; And we fupply’d on earth. 


_ They all were once as vile as we, 
And wore the chains of fin ; 
Like us they ftruggled to be free, 
And mourn’d the plague within. 


And foon fhall we, as bright as they, 
In robes of honour thine, 

And fpend with them an endlefs day, 
In pleafures all divine. © 
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‘Then we all begin at home 


One everlafting fong: 
Till then, dear Lord, thy kingdom come! Sam; 
Nor let the time be long. f 


HYMN XX, LM. 
A Profpeé& of the Refurreétion. 
CuHarp Tune. 
Wart joys will crown that happy hour, @ 
When in the air the Lord we meet, wy 
_ And triumph o’er infernal pow’r, 
With Satan bruis’d beneath our feet! 


When waking millions burft their way, 
Invefted with immortal white,\. 
And freed from chains of mould’ring clay, 


Thro’ death’s ftrong bars to op’ ning light! 


When happy myriads with their Lord x 

Defcend betwixt the op’ning fkies, 
And fly, at his almighty word, | 
To meet their bodies as they rife. , 


Then we, who feel guilt’s barbed fting, 


4 ‘ 
. 

| 
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‘Wo 
Wo 


And fin’s pernicious influence prove, 
Shall, with thofe rifing armies, fing 
The wonders of redeeming love ! 


‘ 
| 
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Ten fhall the broken wheels of time 
® vait eternity give way; 

While we afcend the heav’nly clime, 
fpend an everlafting day. 


Wo fin fhall in our hearts abide; 
#0 pining with, no anxious care, 
mo fecret luft, no fwelling pride, 
peo thought but love, fhall harbour there. 


that bright world no cloud rife 
fo wrap the heav'nly fcenes in night ; 
F o darknefs vail th’ eternal fkies, 

Mr thade their everlafting light. 


HYMN XXI. _ Sevens. 

Chrifiian Encouragement. 
Batu Assey Tunes. 

/Temrrtep fouls, arife and fing; 

+ Conquefts foon your heads fhall crown, 

)Jefus, our victorious King, 

*Soon fhall tread the tempter down. 


* Soon before your joyful eyes 

_ Satan fhall in chains appear, 

+ Sentenc’d (never more to rife) 
To the realms of dark defpair. © 


( 28 ) 


Weeping fain 
Banith’d fro 
Soon bef, 


Every thade will fly away 
Clouds may t 


ight endy 
But the Morning foon will come, 
€n, from future Clouds fecure, 
fon’s fun thal] light you h me 
Happy fouls, who read your names 
In your Saviour’s b eeding wounds, 
While your love afcends jn flames, 
While your faith and hope abounds 
Shout his Praifes more and more 
Tell the World a Saviour’s love 
Till that Saviour yoy adore | Pedic 
Tn the 4PPy world above! Our: 
po 
HYMN Sut fur 
Praife Sor Redeeming Love, a 
MURLIN’s Ty 
4 
Hosannan to the Gog Of love ; 
©ondefcended rom above 
To bring falvation down! 


‘eb! 
| a little while 

the light of day, 
| _. {mile Then 
| 

| | 
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febicfs his name, who ftoop'd fo low 
@fave us from eternal woe, 
d raife us to a crown. 


then we, in our firft parents, fell 
hn Eden to the gates of hell, 
nd lay like captives there, 
Ben Jefus caft a pitying eye 
wretches doom’d for fin to lie 
4 ever in defpair. 


fig bowels, where compaffion rolls, 

Ren yearning o'er our guilty fouls, 
Did firft for finners move. 

is op’ning heart difplay’d our names, 
pnd iifu’d forth in quenchlefs flames 
Of everlafting love. 


fig majefty he afide, 
Ybecdient liv’d, fubmitfive dy’d, 

Our ruin'd fouls to fave. 
Tie pow’rs of hell he trampled down, 
ut funk, beneath his Father’s frown, 
om Calv’ry to the grave. 


| 
4 
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MYMN XXIII. 
The fame. 


How vaft the fufferings who can tell, 
When Jefus fought fin, death, and hell, 
_And was in battle flain? . 

How great the triumph who can fing, 
When from the grave th’ immortal King 


Triumphant rofe again? . sg 

Yet we’ll attempt his name to blefs 
While we pafs through the wildernefs > 
To Canaan’s happy fhore. Bel 
But when we reach the plains above, or 


And every breath we draw is love, 
We'll fing his glories more. 


HYMN XXIV. LM. 
A Refponfive Hymn. 


MEN. 
Lirt up your hearts in folemn lays, 
Ye daughters of the heav’nly King. 


WOMEN. 
Our hearts we lift, our fongs we raife; 
And Jefus is the theme we fing! 


| Mur 
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MEN. | 
us! the glorious name revives 
r drooping hearts when troubles rife. 


WOMEN. 
s him the ftrength of Zion lives; 
him the pow’r of Satan dies. 


MEN. 
was s he who hung upon the tree 
ith pierced hands and wounded fide. 


’ WOMEN. 
elieving foul, he bled for thee; 
or thee the King of glory dy’d! 


MEN. 
For us he dy’d, for us he rofe; 
. 2 o us, in him, are all things giv’n: 


WOMEN. 
is own right arm fubdu’d our foes; 
nd now he reigns for us in heav’n, 


BOTH. 
is bofom is the fountain head, 
hich flows with everlafting love. 
bi every tongue his praife to {pread, 
hofe praife employs the hofts above. 


‘ 
te 
| 
A 
> 


32 


HYMN XXV, C.M. 
The Grace of Chriftian Love. 


Swinrorp Tune. 


How fweet, how heav'nly is the fight, 
When thofe that love the Lord 

In one another’s peace delight, 
And fo fulfil his word. 


When each can feel his brother figh, 
And with him bear a part; 

When forrow flows from eye to eye, 
And joy from heart to heart. 


When, free from envy, fcorn, and pride, 
Our withes all above, 

Each can his brother’s failings hide, 
And thew a brother’s love. 


N 
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When love, in one delightful ftream, 
Through every bofom flows; 

When union {weet, and dear efteem, 
In every action glows, 


can 


_ 


Love is the golden chain that binds 
The happy fouls above; 

And he’s an heir of heav’n that finds | 
His bofom glow with love. | 
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HYMN XXVI. L. M. 
Chrift the only Refuge for loft Sinners. 


Sinners, away from Sinai fly! 

To Calv’ry’s bloody fcene repair ; 
Behold the Prince of glory die, 

And read your peace and pardon there! 


Search into every open wound ; © 

Trace the tharp fcourge, the nails, the fpear ; 
And full falvation will be found 

In golden letters written there. 


No works of man, to raife the fum 
% Or pay the ranfom, muft be brought; 
» Helplefs and poor to Jefus come, 
» Nor ftrive to bring a perfect thought. 


Your faith, your hope, and righteoufnefs, 
) Are treafur’d up in him alone; 
§ Your rich fupplies of grace and peace 
+) Spring from the works your Lord has done. 


Hell opens her ten thoufand graves 

| To {wallow thofe that die in fin ; 

But all the great Emmanuel faves 

| Keay’n’s open gates fhall welcome in, 
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There fhall the blood-wafh’d armies go 
That truft the great, Redeemer here ; 
The plant that buds with grace below 
Shall ripen into glory there! 


HYMN XXVIII. 
A Soul melted with Redeeming Love. 


Wuewn on my beloved I gaze, 

So dazzling his beauties appear, 
His charms fo tranfcendantly blaze, 
The fight is too melting to bear! 


When from my own vilenefs I turn 
To Jefus, expos’d on the tree, 

With fhame and with wonder I burn, 
To think what he fuffer’d for me. 


My fins, oh how black they appear, 
When in that dear bofom they meet! 
Thofe fins were the nails and the {pear 
That wounded his hands and his feet. 


*T was juftice that wreath’d for his head 
The thorns that encircled it round. 

Thy temples, Emmanuel, bled, 

That mine might with glory be crown'd! 


~ 
| | 


- In rivers of forrow it flow’d, 
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The wonderful love of his heart, , | 
Where he has recorded my name, 


On earth can be known but in part, 
Heav'n only can bear the full flame. 


And flow’d in thofe rivers for me ; 
My fins are all drown’d in his blood ; 
My foul is both happy and free. 


HYMN XXVIII. 
The fame. 
LAMBETH TUNE. 


How willing was Jefus to die, 

That we, fellow finners, might live? 
The life they could not take away 
How ready was Jefus to give! 


They pierced his hands and his feet; 
His hands and his feet he refign’d ; 
The pangs of his body were great, 
But greater the pangs of his mind. 


That wrath would have kindled a hell 
Of never-abating defpaix 
In millions of creatures, which fell 
On Jefus, and {pent itfelf there. 
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Divinity burft in a blaze 

Of vengeance on Jefus our head ; 
Divinity’s indwelling rays 
Suftain’d him till nature was dead. 


Divinity back to his frame 

The life he had yielded reftor’d, 
And Jefus, entomb’d, was the fame 
With jefus in glory ador’d. 


No nearer we venture than this, 
To gaze on a deep fo profound ; 


- But tread, while we tafte of the blifs, 


With rev’rence the hallowed ground. 


HYMN XXIX. C.M. 
The Chriftian’s Company and Employment. 
Great Mitton Tune. 


Jesus, away from earth I fly, 
And with thy church unite ; 
Thy faints thall be my company, 

Thy prefence my delight. 


Thy name fhall dwell upon my tongue, 
Through all the heav’nly road ; 

Thy truth and grace thall be my fong 

Till I get home to God. 


i. 


‘ 


1] 


_ Was my guilty foul purfuing, 
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The wonders of thy bleeding love 
For one fo vile as I 

Shall often draw my heart above, 
And fix my thoughts on high. 


Yes, in thy name I will rejoice, 

. And triumph in thy word; 

In echo to my heart, my voice 
Shall magnify the Lord. 


And may I never ceafe to tell 
The wonders of his love, 

Till heav’nly notes my bofom fwell 
In yonder courts above: 


Till I, without a jarring found, 
Thy free falvation fing, 

And make thofe cryftal walls refound 
The glories of my King. 


HYMN XXX. 
' The Converfion of a Sinner. 
NoRTHAMPTON Tung. 


On the brink of fiery ruin 
Juftice, with a flaming fword, 


When I firft beheld my Lord. 
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Terrify’d with Sinai’s thunder, 
Straight I flew to Calvary; 

Where I faw with love and wonder 
Him, by faith, who dy’d for me. 


Sinner,” he exclaim’d, ‘ I’ve lov’d thee 
Me With an everlafting love ; 
uftice has in me approv’d thee, 
: Thou fhalt dwell with me above.’ 


Sweet as angels’ notes in heaven, 


When to golden harps they found, 
Is the voice of fins forgiven 
the foul by Satan bound : 


Swett as angels’ harps in glory 
Was that heav’nly voice to me, 

When I faw my Lord, before me, 
Bleed and die to fet me free! 


Saints, attend with holy wonder! 
‘Sirners, hear and fing his praife ! 
*Tis the God that holds the thunder 
Shews himfelf the God of grace ! 


| 
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REXI. C.M. 


An Encouraging Profpe& for Believers. 
Great Mittowm Tune. 


Exar, ye faints, the Lord your King, 
While time inceflant moves : 

Chriftians of grace fhould always fing, | 
For Jefus always loves. 


Swift as the winged moments roll 
Our feet to Canaan move; 

And foon fhall each enraptur'd foul 
Be fwallow’d up in love. 


Soon fhall the heav’nly gates unfold 
To us their pearly leaves, 

And we fhall with thefe eyes behold 
What now our faith believes. 


There fhall our difembody’d fouls 
With all they feek be blefs’d; 

And bathe, till time no longer rolls, 
In undifturbed reft: 


Then with our glorious Lord defcend 
Betwixt the op’ning fkies, 
And hear his voice the mountains rend, 
And fee the dead arife. 
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And (while in flames the wicked burn) 
With bodies heav’nly fair, 

Hame with our Jefus we'll return, 
” fing his praifes there. 


HYMN XXXII. C.M. 
The Soul refifting Temptation. 
BANGOR TUNE. 


Lorp; at thy feet in duft I lie, 
Nor will from thence remove ; 
For none can perifh, none can die, 

Depending on thy love. 


I plead no merits of my own, 
ize trampled on thy laws; 

Thy juttice, Lord, might ftrike me dead, 
But Jefus pleads my caufe. 


On him I caft my helplefs foul, 
Ndr Satan’s malice fear ; 

Tho’ hell’s black waves againft me roll, 
I’ll feek my refuge there. 


1’ll look into his wounded fide, 
Whence all my comforts flow ; 
Nor fall my foul be fatisfy’d 
Til my int’reft know. 
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' I'll plead and pray, and never ceafe 
While Jefus lives in heav’n, 
Till he fhall bid me go in peace, 
And thew my fins forgiv’n. 


Then, in the face of hell and death, 
In weaknefs more than ftrong, 

* Salvation fhall employ my breath, 

: And grace be all my fong. 


Yea, though ten thoufand foes I meet, 
Onward I ftill will go ; 

His love fhall make my trials fweet, 
His grace fhall bring me through : 


Till I arrive on Canaan’s fhore, 
With all the faints above, 

Never to fin or forrow more, 
But fing, and praife, and love. 
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HYMN XXXII. C.M. 
Holy Confidence. 


Orrorp Tune. 


Wuew firm I ftand on Zion’s hill, 
And view my ftarry crown, 

No pow’r on earth my hope can thake, 
_ Nor hell can pluck me down. 


The lofty hills and ftately tow’rs, 
| That lift their heads fo high, 
Shall all be levell’d in the duft ; 
Their very names fhall die. 


Tbe vaulted heav’ns fhall melt away, 
Built by Jehovah’s hands ; 

But firmer than the heav’ns the rock 
pf my falvation ftands. 


HYMN XXXIV. S. M. 
, The Coming of Chrift anticipated. 


SILVER-STREET TUNE. 


Come, lift your joyous eyes 
To yonder heav’nly place, 

Wher#, freed from fin, your fouls fhall rife, 
Ang fing redeeming grace. 
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Though death and hell may frown, 
_ And charge the faints with guilt ; 
- Yet death and hell thall ne’er pull down 
The church which Chrift has built. 


To Sion’s blifsful fhore, 

As on our way we go, 

| While hallelujahs found before, 
’Tis heav’n begun below. 


Then caft your willows down; 
Lift up your hearts and fing, 

Till Chrift your heads with glory crown, 
And make each faint a king. 


HYMN S.M. 
The fame. 


RuTLAND TUNE. 


In expectation fweet 
We'll wait, and fing, and pray, 
; Till Chrift’s triumphal car we meet, 
a And fee an endlefs day. 

He comes! he comes! behold 
His prefence melts the tky! 
j Celeftial armies, clad in gold, 
_ Around his chariot fly, 
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Hecomes! the conqu’ror comes! 
Death falls beneath his fword ; 

The joyful pris’ners burft the tombs, — 
And rife to meet their Lord! . 


The trumpet founds, ‘ Awake!— 

* Ye dead, to judgment come!’ 
The pillars of creation fhake 

While hell receives her doom. 


Thrice happy morn for thofe 
Whi, love the ways of peace; 
No night of forrow e’er fhall clofe, 

Or thade, their perfedt blifs. 


HYMN XXXVI... 
New Covenant Foy. 
Wacwortnu Tusxe. 


Rejoice, ye faints of God, 

Whofe undiverted feet 

Still travel Zion’s road 

Your gracious Lord to meet; 
Whofe bofoms glow with holy love, 
Whofe hearts and hopes are fix’d above, 


We are not come to gaze 
On Sinai’s mount with awe, 
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_ Or meet the angry blaze 

Of God's indignant law, 
While round us flames of wrath divine 
In all their dreadful glories thine: 


| ‘We are not come to hear 


The thunder of that word 

That fills the foul with fear, 

And leaves the heart ftill hard ; 
hat fends the trembling wretch away 
‘ithout a glimpfe of heav’nly day. 


| But we are come to hear 
The found of gofpel peace, 
, That fcatters flavith fear, 
And kindles hopes of blifs; 
at ({hews our wand’ring feet the way 
om darknefs to eternal day: 


‘ But we are come to mect 


The {miles of love divine, 

From off the mercy’s feat, 

Where milder glories thine ; 
here God the Father waits to hear 
phe vileft finner’s humble pray’r: 


Where Jefus, our high-prieft, 
A mediator ftands, 
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And wears the facred veft ; 5 
And fills his holy hands 
With his vicarious facrifice, he 
Through which our pray’rs accepted rife. 
Thence he the Spirit fends 


Like a celeftial dove, | 
To crown his earthly friends 
With honours from above; 
To teach the finners how to pray, 
And guide the faints in Zion’s way. 


Yes, we are come to join 
bright alfembled throng 
That, wath'd in blood divine, 
Exalt th’ angelic fong ; 
That glory in the Saviour’s name, 
And fing the fin-atoning Lamb. 


HYMN XXXVII. 
The Foretafle of Heaven. 


WALWORTH TUNE. 


Ow earth the fong begins, 
In heav’n more {weet and loud, 
To him that drowns our fins 
In his atoning blood ; 
To him they cry, in rapt’rous ftrain, 
* Be honour, praife, and pow’r. Amen!’ 


| 
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Ye faints, on earth, repeat 
' What heav’n with rapture owns; 
7 And while before his feet 
The elders caft their crowns, 
Go, imitate the choirs above, 
And tell the world your Saviour’s love. 


Sing as ye pafs along, 

With joy and wonder fing, 

Till {inners learn the fong, 

| And own your Lord their King; 
Till converts join you as ye go, 

nd make a growing heav’n below. 


Inform the lift’ning world 
How Jefus, when he fell, 
The pow’rs of darknefs hurl’d 
Down to the deeps of hell ; 

nd, rifling, bore the refcu’d prize, 


4 Alone he took the field, 

‘| Alone the battle fought ; 
With his own {word and fhield 
_ The mighty work he wrought, 
Bhe mighty work was all his own, 
f nd let him ever wear the crown. 


is church, in triumph through the fkies. 
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From heav’n, on wings of love, 

The kind Deliv’rer came, 

And left the joys above 

To bear our fin and thame. 
No hand but thine fuch work could do! 
No heart but thine fuch love could thew! 


How bright thy glories fhine, 
Redeemer of our race; 
Thy honours are divine, 
Divine thy fov’reign grace! 
The grace that tunes our mortal tongues 
To found the notes which heav’n prolongs! 


Our feeble minds are loft 

Beneath the lofty ftrain ; 

But, Jordan’s billows croft, : 

We'll catch the found again; 7 
In praife affift th’ angelic choir, 
Nor ever ftop, nor ever tire. 


‘HYMN XXXVIIL. LM. 
The Courage of Faith. 


My foul, unfetter’d by the fkies, 

Or aught the fruitful earth conceals, 
On faith’s broad wings to heav’n would rife, 5) Ang 
The heav’n where my Redeemer dwells. On 
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There, while the Godhead he difplays 
Through human beauty, void of fear, 
I’d give my bofom to the blaze 

Of all the beams which center there! 


wy 


Yes, I would call my Jefus mine, 
While feraphs ‘ Holy, holy,’ cry; 
And meet the fmile of love divine, 
Though cloth’d in peerlefs majefty. 


HYMN XXXIX. 
The Gift of Divine Peace. 


Tue peace which through the ftorm 
4 Of time unfhaken lives, 
To us unworthy worms 
The King of Sion gives; 
His princely hand the gift béftows 
) Not as the world—but on his foes! 


By purchafe and by pow’r 
; He bought and took the prize 
; In one tremendous hour, 
| And bore it through the fkies ; 
ey |) And now he fends it freely down 
On all who afk the precious boon, 
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He makes his foes his friends, 
He conquers them by love ; 2 
And, with their pardon, fends 
His Spirit from above; 

Their peace and pardon feal’d with blood, 

They run with joy the heav’nly road. 


HYMN XL. L.M. 
Heaven will make Amends for all, 


| Wutce pilgrims on this earthly ball, 
Our fweetcit joys are ting’d with gall ; 
The diftant things, which promife reft; ’ 
Prove lefs than nothing when poflett. D> 


Pleafure, while we purfue it, flies, 
And fancy’d blifs deludes our eyes; 

While grace bedews with many a tear 
The ground which fin has fown with care. 


But in the glorious worlds on high 
No forrows fpring, no comforts die; 
Immortal pleafures feaft the foul, 
And } Joys in endlefs rivers roll. 


No shore the cheek turn’d pale with fear, 
The rifing figh, the falling tear; 


The plaintive foul immers’d no more 
In feas of grief without a fhore. 


Guilt’s barbed fting, with piercing fmart, 
No more fhall wound the trembling heart ; 
Wath’d from our fins in Jefu’s blood, 

We fhall enjoy the peace of God, 


HYMN XLI. Sevens. 
The Fruit of Pardoning Grace. 


FevERSHAM TUNE. 


Lorp, my very heart would bleed, 
While for pard’ning love I plead; 
When I think what various ways 
I’ve abus’d thy wondrous grace: 


Still I fly to Jefu’s veins ; 
There I wath my guilty ftains ; 
There, from my polluted foul, 
All my fins like mountains roll. 


Low beneath thy feet I lie; 

Let me live, or bid me die; 

But, if thou my days prolong, 

_ Shew thyfelf, in weaknefs ftrong. 


O may ev’ry hour to come > 
Bring me near my heav’nly home; 
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Near in life, and near in heart, 
Till my foul and fin thall part! 


May I, all along the road, 
Follow my Redeemer, God; 
Ever rifing let me be 

Till I rife to dwell with thee. 


HYMN XLII. 
The Dying Love of Chrift. 
Caxry’s Tune. 


Wuenwn I by faith my Saviour fee, 

And think what he has done for me, 

Bt ftrikes my foul with {weet furprife, 
And fills with tears my wond’ring eyes !— 
Biis blood was thed to fet me free 

From everlafting mifery ! 


©n all his beauties while I gaze, { 
And fee them in his futt’ rings blaze, | 
Biy heart, like wax before the fire, 

Melts into love and ftrong defire.— 

His blood was thed to fet me free 

From everlafting mifery ! 


Was it for me thofe hands were torn ? - 
For me he fuffer’d thame and f{corn? 


| ( 53). 
Was it my name which, written there, 
Drew to his heart the bloody {pear ?— 


Was his blood fhed to fet me free 
From everlafting mifery ? 


Did Jefus hide me in his veins? 

And did my fins awake thofe pains 
Which, like a fire, through all his fram@ 
Ravag’d in one devouring fame ? 
Was his blood fhed to fet me free 
From everlafting mifery? 


HYMN XLII. 
The fame. 


Yes, Jefus did refign his breath, 

And fuffer’d all the pangs of death, 
7 That we might fee his Father’s face, 
. And tafte the fweets of pard’ning grace: 
| His blood was thed to fet us free 

From everlafting mifery! 


Why did the Lord in anger frown ? 

Why did his Fa.her’s wrath come down 
In ftorms, to fhake his fpotlefs foul, 
And through his heart like waters roll ?—~ 
Why, but to fet poor finners free 

From everlafting mifery? 
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With fuch a Saviour, fuch a King, 
Who can but love! who can but fing! 
An interceflor fo divine 

Makes ev’ ry face with gladnefs fhine;— 
Whofe blood was fhed to fet us free 
From everlafting mifery ! 


HYMN XLIV. L.M. 
The Affurance of Faith. 


Tue Lord, whofe throne is fix’d on high, 
The God of glory and of love, 

That treads the clouds beneath his feet, 
And rules the wondrous worlds above: 


The God that built the ftarry roof 

That over-hangs this fpacious earth, 
That laid the floors of heav’n with gold, 
And gave the whole creation birth:— 


This God is mine, and I am his— 
Eternal glory to his name! 


Though time and nature ftop their courfe, 


My God and Saviour is the fame. 


Though hell and fin, with all their hofts 
United rife, my faith to move, 


( 


Fix’d on this rock I ftand fecure, 
And triumph in redeeming love. 


When earth and heav’n fhall roll away, 
My foul, beyond the reach of fear, 

In a new heav’n fhall meet her Lord, 
And reiga for ever with him there. 


HYMN XLV. 
The Pilgrim's Song. 


Sussex TuNE. 


To Zion we go, the feat of our King, | 

And yet while below, we cannot but fing. 
Tho’ few here efteem us, the God we adore 
Hasdy’d to redeem us—what could he do more? 


What Jefus has done, to fave us from hell; 
W hat conquefts he won, when he himfelf fell; 3 
The depths of his forrow, the heightsofhislove, aN 
Will never be known till we fing them above. | 


Then truft in his name, and reft on his word; 

He’s always the fame unchangeable Lord; 
His wifdom’s omnifcient, his pow’ ris fupreme, 
His grace is fufficient his flock to redeem. 
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HYMN LXVI. 
Chriftian Encouragement. 


Tuo’ foes in the way we oftentimes meet, 

And Satan will lay freth {nares for our feet, 
Our journey to Zion we ftill will purfue ; 
The God we rely on is faithful and true. 


Tho! we may feem {mall to thofe whom we 
fear, 
Yet what are they all when Jefus is near? 
His grace and his Spirit for us are employ’d ; 
His blood and his merit are both on our fide. 


Then what fhall we fear? In life and in death 

His Spirit can cheer our hope and our faith: 
In {weet expectation we’ll wait till he come; 
The Lord our falvation will foon fetch us home. 


HY MN XLVII. Sevens. 
Mutual Encouragement, 


Batu Assey Tune. 


Breturen, while we fojourn here, 
Fight we muft, but fhould not fear; 
Foes we have, but we’ve a friend, 
One that loves us to the end. 
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Forward then with courage go, 
Long we fhall not dwell below ; 


Soon the joyful news will come, 
‘ Child, your Father calls—Come home!’ 


Lie, to take us unawares ; 

Satan, with malicious art, 

Watches each unguarded part: 

but, from Satan’s malice free, 

Saints fhall foon victorious be; 

Soon the joyful news will come, 

‘Child, your Father calls—Come home!’ 


| In the way a thoufand fnares 


But, of all the foes we meet, 

None fo oft miflead our feet, 

None betray us into fin, 

Like the foes that dwell within. 

Yet let nothing fpoil your peace, 

Chrift will alfo conquer thefe; 

Then the joyful news will come, 

* Child, your Father calls—Come home!’ 


HYMN XLVIL 
The Way, Hope, and End, of the Chriftian. 


_ Tus far on our way to Zion 
We through grace divine are come; 
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And the Friend whom we rely on 
Soon will bid us welcome home. 


Grace and truth our fteps attending, 
Safe we ftill thall walk along, 

Till, our deftin’d journey ending, 
Truth and grace thall be our fong. 


Then thefe eyes, which now with fadnefs 
Oft in tranfcient clouds appear, 

Shall be deck’d with beams of gladnefs, 
Never more to fhed a tear. 


Then thefe hearts, which now fo often 
Not the fharpeft threats can move, 

Nor the {weeteft words can foften, 
Shall be all diffolv’d in love. 


HYMN XLIxX. 
The fame. 


Tuovucnu we're ftill with foes furrounded, - 
Foes that often damp our joy, 

Chrift, who has fo often wounded, 
Soon will ev’ry foe deftroy. 


He who doth will yet deliver, 
Till we reach the happy fhore, 
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Till we pafs the gloomy river, 
Till we figh and weep no more. 


Then the mind, whofe chief employment 
Is to watch and conflict now, 

Favour’d with complete enjoyment, 
Shall with endlefs rapture glow! 


Solid hopes like thefe poffeffing, 
Let us march with courage on, 

Bold through fears and dangers preffing, 
Till we wear the conqu’ror’s crown : 


Till we wave our palms in glory 
Through the blifsful plains above ; 
Till we found the wondrous ftory 
Of the creat REDEEMER’S LOvrE! 


HYMN L. L.M. 
After Prayer. 
Oxrorp TuNE. 


How fweet to wait upon the Lord 
While he fulfils his gracious word; 
To feek his face, and not in vain; 
To be belov’d, and love again! 


To fee, while proftrate at his feet, 
Jehovah on the mercy feat ; 
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And Jefus, at the Lord’s righthand, sy 
With his divine atonement ftand! | 
* Father,’ he cries, ‘ I will that thefe, : 
. * Before thee on their bended knees, T 
* For whom my life I once laid down, T 
* Be with me foon on this my throne!’ 
| Tl 
Amen, our hearts with rapture cry, Fi 
May we with rev’rence look fo high! O 
Afcended Saviour, fix our eyes Al 
By faith upon this glorious prize! 
Tl 
With this delightful profpeét fir’d, Ww 
*We'll run, nor in thy ways be tir’d; w 
And all the trials here we ice Fo 
Will make us long to reign with thee. 
HYMN LI. L. M. 
The fame. : 
| Jesus, to thy great name we fing, Ys 
And own thee our immortal King; 
Thy fceptre with delight obey, | Ho 
While with thy fword we fight-our way. , 
Al 
| While life remains we look to thee . 


For courage, ftrength, and liberty ; 


| 
| 
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t 
- Supply our wants, from thy rich ftore, 
_ Till weare fill'd, and want no more. 


+} And when thy fweet, thy awful voice, 
In death invites us to rejoice, 
Thyfelf, O Saviour, ftrike the blow 
That flays our laft, our ftrongeit foe! 


Thou didft thyfelf perfume the grave, 
From fear of death thy faints to fave; 
Our fouls through Jordan’s billows guide, 
And ftem the overwhelming tide! 


Thyfelf conduét us to the land 

} Where ranfom'd faints adoring ftand; 
Where blifs, a fea without a thore, 
Forbids the bleft to with tor more! 


HYMN LIl. C.M. 
The Triumph of Faith. 
Otrorp TuNgE. 


Ye faints, that bow at Jefu’s fect, 
In heart and tongue the fame, 

| Holannahs fing, in concord {[weet, 

To our atoning Lamb! 


Aloft, beyond the azure dome 
That clips this pond’rous ball, 
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Let praife afcend, till Jefus come, 
And heav’n’s bright curtains fall. 


Yet, when each orb in yon blue ties 

- $hall fet to rife no more, 

More loud and {weet our fongs fhall rife 
To him we now adore. 


When the bright heay’ns, in liquid fire, 
Shall melt and burn to drofs, 


O’er all their ruins thal] afpire 
‘ The ftandard of the crofs. 


There fhall the radiant armies flock 
Whom Jefus calls his own, 

Nor tremble at the mighty fhock 
That hurls creation down. 


Firm as the everlafting hills 
Remains the finner’s friend ; 

The faith which now our bofom fills 
Shall there in glory end. 


> > 


| 
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HYMN LIII. L.M. 
Chriftian Travellers. 
New 


Pit¢eRrims we are, to Canaan bound, 
Our journey lies along this road ; 

This wildernefs we travel round 

To reach the city of our God. 


And here as travellers we meet, 
Before we reach the fields above, 
To fit around our Mafter’s feet, 
And tell the wonders of his love. 


Oft have we feen the tempetts rife; 

The world and Satan, hell and fin, 

Like mountains feem’d to reach the fkies 
With fcarce a gleam of hope between. 


But ftill, as oft as troubles come, 

Our Jefus fends fome cheering ray, 

And that ftrong arm fhall guard us home 
Which thus proteéts us by the way. 


A few more days, or months, or years, 
In this dark defert to complain, 
A few more fighs, a few wiore tears, 
And we thall bid adieu to pain! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
| | 
| 
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HYMN LIV. L.M. 
Faith feeding on Redeeming Love. 
Oxrorp Tune. 


Saviour of finners, from thy death 
Our fpirits draw their heav’nly breath ; 
Thy dying groans with life abound, 
And healing flows from ev’ry wound! 


Thy forrows are a fruitful tree, 
Whereon rich bleflings grow for me: 
Thy fpotlefs life a golden mine, 
Where all my brighteft treafures thine. 


Out of thy fulnefs we receive 

The grace and faith by which we live; 
Thy broken body is our food, 

The wine we drink is thy rich blood. 


Thy righteoufnefs is all our drefs, 
In which, before thy Father’s face, 
Perfect in beauty we appear, 
Without one fpot to raife a fear. 


No holinefs of life or thought 
We know, but what thy grace has Wrought ; : 
And thy good Spirit makes us do 

Our heay’nly Father’s will.below. 


| 
| 
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Not unto us be glory, Lord, 

To.thee, thy Spirit, and thy word ; 
Salvation is alone of grace, 

And grace alone thal have the praife! 


HYMN LV. L.M, 


Admiration and Confidence. 


Awnp may I hope that, when no more 
Thefe pulfes beat with life below, 

I thall the God of life adore, 

And all the blifs of being know! 


I who deferve no place but hell, 
No portion but devouring fire, 
Shall I with Chrift in glory dwell, 
Poileft of all I now defire? 


Will God, who never could endure 
On {in to look without a frown, 

With a kind {mile pronounce me pure, 
And grant me an immortal crown ?— 


Will Jefus own a wretch like me, 

And tell to faints and angels round 

That, when he fuffer’d on the tree, 

My fins augmented ev’ry wound ?— 


| 
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Will he, from life’s eternal book | 

To earth and heav’n proclaim my name}; 

On me, as on his children, look, 
Ane make my lot with theirs the fame ?— 


Will Jefus, as my furety, place 
Before his Father’s glorious throne 
Me as an heir of fov’reign grace, 
Me as his own adopted fon ?— 


_ He will!—I read it in his word, 
-And in my heart the witnefs feel: 
I thall be with and like my Lord, / 


Though fin oppofe in league with hell! 


I thall be with him when he comes 
' Triumphant down the parting tkies ; 
And, when his voice breaks up the tombs, 
Among his children I fhall rife:— 


Among his children I fhall ftand 
When quick and dead his throne furround, 
~ Ble® with a place at his right hand, 

_ And with immortal glory crown’d! 


When all his foes beneath his feet 
--In chains of endlefs torment lie, 
Unworthy 1 thall fill a feat 
Among the princes of the fky ‘ 
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HYMN LVI. L.M. 
Adoration of the Redeemer. 


‘Jesus, thy faints affemble here 
Thy pow’r and goodnefs to declare; i 
_ Oh may thefe happy feafons prove 
That we have known redeeming love! 


And, while of mercies paft we fpeak, 
And fing of endlefs joys to come, . 

Let thy full glories on us break, -_. 
And every thought give Jefus room ! 


Engrave thy name on ev’ry heart; 
And give us all, before. we part, 
The life-reftoring joys to know 
Which from thy veins ia rivers flow. 


No other food may we defire, 
No other theme our bofoms fire, 

- . But fov’reign, rich, redeeming love, 
While here, and when we dwell above! 


Thine everlafting love we fing, | 
The fource whence all our pleafures {priug; 
How deep it finks, how high it fiows,-— 
No faint can tell, no angel knows! * 
E 2 | 
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Its length and breadth no eye can trace, 
No thought explore the bounds of grace; 
Like its dear Author’s nathe, it fhines 

In infinite unfolded lines! 


The love which faves our fouls from hell 
On this fide heav’n we ne’er fhall tcll; 
But, when we reach bright Canaan’s plains, 
We'll found ic in immortal ftrains ! 


HYMN LVIi. LM. 
Praife to the King of Zion. 


Kine Jefus, reign for evermore 
Unrivall’d in the courts above; 
While we with all thy faints adore 
The wonders of redeeming love. 


No other Lord but thee we'll know, 

No other pow’r but thine confefs ; 

We'll fpread thine honours while below, 
And heav’n fhall hear us fhout thy grace. 


We'll fing along the heav’nly road 
That leads us to our blets’d abode, 
Till with the vaft unnumber’d throng 
On Zion’s hill, we join our fong:— 


| 
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Till with pure hearts and voices fweet 
We caft our crowns at Jefu’s feet, 7 
And fing of everlafting love : 
In everlafting ftrains above. | 


HYMN LVIIL L.M. 
The Privileges of a Citizen of Lion, | 


Zion’s the city where I dwell, — | 
Surrounded by the hofts of hell ; 
But glory foon will be my home, | 
Where fin and hell can never come. | 


Till then among the faints below, 7 
Where Jetfus deigns his face to fhow, | 
Let me be favour’d with a place, 
Conftant in all the means of grace. 


Oh lovely place, where firft my heart 
Was taught for baneful fin to fmart! 
Where firfé my eyes were brought to fee 
That Jetus liv’d and dy’d for me! 


Here would I dwell, and learn to fing 
The grace and love of Zion’s King, 
Till I afvend the heav’nly fkies, 

And fing his praifes as I rife— 
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Till in the palace where he reigns 

I learn, in {weet immortal ftrains, 
The wonders of that love to tell 
That favy’d my foul from fin and hell! 


HYMN LIX. L. M. 
The City of God on Earth. 


No earthly city can compare 

With Zion, when her Lor p is there! 
Her gifts like golden turrets rife ; 

Her fervent graces melt the {fkies; 


Her ftately walls are girt with pow’r ; 
Safety and ftrength compofe her tow’r; 
Firm on a rock her palace ftands, 

The glory of the Builder’s hands. 


A river, full of peace and love, 

For ever flowing from above, 

Makes her inhabitants rejoice, 

And tunes with praife each mourner’s voice. 


Here all the graces live and reign— 
A fruitful and a glorious train! 
Their happy influence fhed abroad, 
And point us to their Author—God. 
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Faith, like an eagle from her neft, 
Mounts up in fearch of heav’nly reft; 
And love, like incenfe from a fire, 
Afcends in flames of ftrong defire. 


Patience, that long enduring, ftill 
Submiffive waits Jehovah's will ; 
And lively hope, that lifts her head 
Beyond the regions of the dead. 


Here all the heav’n-born fons of grace 
Proclaim the King of Zion’s praife, 

Whofe precious name from ev’ry tongue 
Flows on in one delightful fong. 


HYMN LX. C.M. 
Chrift’s unparalleled Love. 


A Frienp there is—your voices join, 
Ye faints, to praife his name!— 

Whotle truth and kindnefs are divine, 
Whole love's a conftant flame. 


When mof we need his helping hand, 
This friend is always near; 

With heav’n and earth at his command, 
He waits to anfwer prayer, 
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His love no end or meafure knows, 

No change can turn its courfe ; 
-Immutably the fame it flows 
From one eternal fource. 


When frowns appear to veil his face, 
And clouds furround his throne, 
He hides the purpofe of his grace, 
~ To make it better known. 


And, if our deareft comforts fall 
Before his fov’ reign will, 

He never takes away our all,— 
Himfelf he gives us ftill! 


Our forrows in the fcale he weighs, 
And meafures out our pains ; 

The wildeft ftorm his word obeys, 
His word its rage reftrains. 


HYMN LKXI. 
Submiffion. 


No hand can move in earth or hell 
Againft the foul Chrift loves, 
But as directed by his will, 
But as his love approves. 


| 
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Then let him raife his chaft’ning hand, 
We bend beneath his rod, 

Réfign his gifts at his command, 
And ftill adore our God! 


Silent be all my anxious fears, 
My heart no more repine, 

Since Jefus in his bofom wears 
The flow’r that once was mine! 


I’ll love my Lord, and truft his word, 
Though he thinks fit to frown ; 

And blefs the hand that holds the {word 
Which cuts my comforts down. 


HYMN LXII C.M. 
Chrif’s Suffering alone. 


W uen Jefus, both of God and men, 
Was treated as a thief, 

His body felt amazing pain, 
His foul amazing grief. 


He bore our fins ; our forrows fell 
Like mountains on his foul ; 

Like rifing feas he faw them {well, 

Like raging billows roll. 


(7) j 
Himfelf to friends and foes a friend, 
ie No friendly hand he found, 


That could the leaft affiftance lend 
When dogs befet him round. 


No weeping friend his bofom lent | 
To reft his drooping head ; 

With gaping wounds his fiefh was rent, 
His wounds unpity’d bled. 


Alone he ftood, alone he fell, 
Alone the Conqu’ror rofe, 


Alone he burft the bars of hell, 
And trampled on his foes! - 


HYMN LKXIlIl. C.M. 
The Patience and Love of Chrift. 


Curtist knows the heights of heav’nly blifs, | 
The depths of earthly woe ; | 

Acquainted well our Jefus is 
With all the griefs we know. 


Thrice holy Lord! in heav’n they cry, 
When Jefu’s praife they fing ; 

On earth they fhouted—‘ Crucify !’ 
And mock’d the lowly King. 
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Alike unmov’d, he bends to wear 
Heav’n’s praifes as his crown ; 

Unmov’d alike, he ftands to bear 
On earth his creatures’ frown ! 


Meek as a lamb beneath the knife 
Of butchering hands he lay; 

And patiently refign’d the life 
They could not take away. 


But, oh! it fhook his foul with dread, 
And fill’d his heart with fear, 

When God his Father turn’d his head 
Againft his fervent prayer! 


Why, O ye faints, ye finners, why 
Did Jefus fuffer thus ? 

In heav’n they fhout—on earth they cry—= 
‘ Jefus was flain for us!’ 


HYMN LXIV. C.M. 
Chriff our Surety. 


Ovr fins were laid upon his head; 
From us the burden fell: 

Beneath our forrows Jefus bled, 
And we are freed from hell! 
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His Father's all-pervading eye, f 
That tries the reins and heart, ¥ 
Could in his foul no blemith fee, 
Yet did he make him fmart. 


For, though within his holy breaft 
No blemith could be found, 

With names that had the law tranfgrefs'd 
His heart was graven round. 


There Juftice read our legal debt, 

- And fumm’d the vaft amount; 

And Jefus plac’d, without regret, 
All to his own account! 


The thunders of a broken law, 
While gath’ring o’er his head, 

Unfhaken our Redeemer faw, 

Though fill'd with holy dread. 


Juftice, that held the flaming fword, ; 
| And found his bofom bare, 

No drop of mercy could afford, 
é Becaufe our guilt was there! 


| Beyond the reach of doubts and fears, 


HYMN LXV. C.M. 
The Garden of Grace. 


A GarpeEn fenc’d from common earth 
By {pecial fov’reign grace, 

Enrich’d with plants of heay’nly birth, 
The Church of Jefus is. 


His Gofpel is the open fky, 
His love the fhining fun; 

Rivers of peace, which neverdry, 
Through all this garden run. 


His f{pirit is the heav’nly wind 
That o’er this garden blows, 

And, op’ning each immortal mind, 
The Saviour’s image fhows. 


Faith, like an ivy, to the rock 
That ftands for ever cleaves, 
And through the tempeft’s loudeft fhock 
Eternal calm perceives. 


Affurance, like a cedar, rears 
Its ftately branches high, 


And blofloms in the fky. 
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HYMN LXVI,. 

The fame. 
Here love appears a fruitful vine, 

From Chrift the bleeding root 

Receiving life and fap divine, 
And bears immortal fruit. 


Humility, a lily fair, 
Traniplanted from on high, 

Grows here, perfuming all the air 
With fweets that never dic. 


Firm patience, like an aloe ftrong, . 
By itorms unfhaken grows, 

And, changing fcenes enduring long, 
At length in glory blows. 


Here hope, a lively evergreen, 
Difplays her {miling face ; 

And flow’rs of ev’ry hue are feen,— 
But all are plants of grace! 


HYMN LXVIJ. L.M. 
Help againft the Fear of Creatures. 


Wuererore fhould dark events alarm, 
Or tharp temptations make us faint ? 


| 
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The ftrength of an almighty arm 
} Keeps and defends the weakeft faint. 


Yet, till this fcene of aétion’s clos’d, 
And we lay down the fhield and fword, 
We mutt oppofe and be oppos’d 

By thofe who crucify’d our Lord. 


But glorious will our triumph be 
When the fevere engagement’s done, 
And we, from fin and forrow free, 
Afcending, fhout the conqueft won! 


HYMN LXVIII. L. M. 
Encouragement againft the Fear of Death, 


Wuen fwelling Jordan o’er us rolls, 
Should Chrift his lovely prefence hide, 
Will it not overwhelm our fouls 
Before we reach the Canaan fide? 


Who knows how deep the flood may be 
Wher we our awful fummons hear; 

Or what dark profpects we may fee 
When his black banners death thall rear? 
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Well, fhould the tyrant Death difplay — 
His fierceft form when we pafs o’er, 
Our fkilful Guide knows all the way. 
Froin Jordan’s brink to Canaan’s fhore. 


Yes, the Redeemer once was dead! 

And, when he pafs’d the gloomy grave, 
Death’s blackeft waves roll’d o’er his head, 
T hat we might know his pow’r to fave. 


Jefus has conquer’d Death for us, 

When his dark manfions he pafs'd through ; 
He to a blefling turn’d the curfe, 

And we fhall triumph o’er him too. 


HYMN LXIX. L.M. 


Tbe Harmony of Creation and Redemption. 
From the roth Pialm. 


Tue heav’ns above our heads declare 
Thy glory, Lord, in letters fair; 
With marks of thine almighty pow’r 
Adorning each revolving hour. 


The fun, when he begins his race, 
The borders of thy works difplays ; 
And, as his glories brighter fhine, 
More plainly fhows thy {kill divine. 


| | 
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And daily, as thy bounteous hand 
Sheds bleffings down on ev’ry land. 
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Thy creatures’ hearts with rapture bound, 
While he with fplendid fpeed goes round; 


The moon, that from her azure throne 
By night diffufes light alone, 

Thy feparating {kill proclaims. 
Where’er fhe fends her borrow’d beams. 


The diftant ftars, that through the night 
From far emit their twinkling light, 
Expand our views of thy domain, 

And tell how vaft, how wide thy reign. 


HYMN LXX, 
The fame. 


Tne various trees, and plants, and flow’rs, 
Born of thy heav’n-delcending fhow’rs, 
With fifhes, birds, and beafts, unite 

Thy name thro’ earth and feas to write. 


Creation’s works, in all their forms, 

From rolling ftars to creeping worms, 

In never-ceafing concord join 

To fing thy name, thy pow’r divine. 
F 
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But, when the dawn of heav'n we view 
In fallen finners born anew, 

When in the gofpel’s brighter fkies 

We fee the fun of glory rife, 


No more we afk the ftars to tell 
What Jefus only could reveal ; 
In him at once our eyes behold 
More than creation ever told. 


Omnipotence, in accents fage, 

Creation fings through every age; 

But Love and Juftice, Truth and Grace, 
, Shine brighteft in Redemption’s rays. 


HYMN LXXI. 


The fame. 
God’s nature and his name we read 
When we behold the Saviour bleed ; 


And, when we hear his dying groan, 
His fhame and grief explain our own! 


The luftre of the holy law, 


Thus honour’d, fills our minds with awe; 


And Calv’ry’s fcenes at once reveal 


More love and wrath than heav’n and hell. 


| 
| 
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How pure the truth that would not {pare 
' Thine equal, thine eternal heir! 

How great the love that freely gave 

Thy fon thine enemies to fave! 


Thy juft commands, by him obey’d, 
In all their beauties ftand difplay’d; ; 
Thy righteous vengeance falling there 
Fills earth and heav’n with holy fear. 


HYMN LXXIL L.M. 
Chriftians have reafon to fing. 


Arise, ye faints, and fing below 

In profpect of the joys above ; 

Think, while you mourn where forrows grow, 
On yonder world of light and love! 


Jefus, the God that once came down, 
And liv’d a man of forrows here, 

Now wears in heav’n th’ imperial crown, 
And waits to bid us welcome there. 


And, ere we reach the happy fhore, 
His Spirit condefcends to bring 

A tafte, to make us long for more, 
Of that which makes the angels fing. 
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And, ifithe tarneft off 
What muft the full fafleffion prove 
round his meet! 


| 
On the full glories of our God, 

©” Asin Emmanuel’s face they blaze, 

> And fill with light the bieft abode! 


 WYMN LXXIII. L.M. 
The fame. 
er thoutd the faints be fill’d with dread, 
an gor yield their joys to flavifh fear? 
= Heav’n can’t be full, which holds the Head, 
4 Till ev'ry member's prefent there! 


be $n heav’n the Head—the members here— 
So fag afunder, yet fo near! 
Some yet round the throne! 


How bright eternal wifdom thines 
When it difplays eternal love, 
initruGing by thofe dazzling lines 
earth beneath and heav’ n above! 


‘ 
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HYMN LXXIV. 1. M. a 
A Chrifian Welcome. 
dear brethren; to this place! 
Be banith'd ev'ry flavith fear}. | 
Ye come to feek 
And he has pe here. 
Seck him in pray’r—he’ll furely come 
To do us good before we part ; 4 
Each humble breaft he’ll make his home, — 
And dwell in.ev’ry waiting heart. 


He'll come with all his gracioustrain 
Of lively graces bright and Rrong ; — 
Then fhall the Lamb for finners fain. | .@ 
Sound loud and fweet ev'ry tongue, 


Oh then be earneft, thks no nay, a 
He'll anfwer ev'ry good defire; 
Give him your h cold ap clay, 


They'll melt like wax the fire! 3 
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HYMN LXXV. 


Chriftians, look homeward. 


Draw near, O yebleffed, and help me to fing 
The treafures for you laid in ftore, 
When at laft you fhall meet your dear Shep- 
herd and King, 
To weep in this defert no more. 


Oh think with what rapt’rous fhouts we thall 
rife 
To join with the glorified choirs, 
When Jefu’s bright chariot appears in the tkies, 
And death at his coming expires! 


When ‘ Come, O ye bleffed,’ founds fweet in 
our ears, 
By love everlafting expreft, 


What place will be found for our doubts and — 


our fears 
In fight of the manfion of reft? 


No more fhall the wicked our comforts annoy, 
Nor confcience from guilt feel a wound; - 

No tree of temptation, our peace to deftroy) 

- Shall in the bleft region be found. 


— 
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No paffions, unholy, our bofoms fhall move 
To taint the fair manfions with ftrife: 

Our Shepherd fhall feed us on paftures of lovey 
And lead us to fountains of life. 


Look up, ye dejected, that weep as ye go, 
And complain that no comfort ye prove ; 
- Caft down your fad willows, and fing while 
below 
Of the blifs that awaits you above. 


Anticipate heav’n, it will fweeten thofe hours 


When forrows all round you appear; 
Will ftrew all the road to mount Sion with 


flowers, 
And fmooth the rough path-way of care. 


HYMN LXXVI. 
Praife to the Redeemer. 


St. Joun’s Tune. 


HosaANNAH to his name 


Who bore our fin and fhame, 

Let heaven and earth refound his praife; 
Come all ye fons of God, 
Redeem’d by precious blood, 


And fhouts of holy triumph raife. 
F4 
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To his great name alone 
Who fits upon the throne, 


And wears redemption’s beauteous crown; 


_ Let endlefs praifes rife 
, From all below the fkies, 
From all to whom his name is known. 


| He dy’d to fave his foes, 
_ His love no limits knows, 

And let his praifes know no bounds ; 
, Sing, ranfom’d finners, fing, 
*Extol your God and King, 

Till univerfe his praife refounds. 


Sing what you can’t explain, 
Sing of a Saviour flain, 
A Saviour flain for finners vile; 
Sing of your bleft abode, 
Sing of your fmiling God, 
Your God that will for ever fmile! 


Sing of that holy light 
Beyond expretfion bright, 
The Morning Star of heav’nly day ; 
The Sun of Righteoufnefs 
That fills the church with grace, 
Will all his beams in heaven difplay. 
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HYMN LXXYVII 


Heaven. 


Tuewn we fhall fee and know 
What can’t be known below, 
For glory centersin hisname; | 
No night’s approach they fear, : | 
They need no candle there, ; 
The light of hgd¥’n is God the Lamb. 


He fhines with beams of love 
On all the faints above, | 
And all the faints with glory fhine; 
. From him the angels bright, 
Thofe happy fons of light, 
Are fill’d with life and love divine. 


No temple built with hands 
In that bright region ftands, 
God is their palace, and their home: 
With perfect pleafure bleft, 
In him the foul finds reft 
' For all eternity to come. 


’ 
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Sing, ranfom’d finners, fing, 
Extol your God and King, 
While on your way to heav’n ye go; 
You'll never ceafe in heav’n 
To fing of fins forgiv’n, 
And what fhould check your fong below? 


Though dangers by the way 
May fill us with difmay, 

Our Saviour God remains the fame; 
Salvation full and free, 
We ftill in him fhall fee, 

Oft as by faith we read his name. 


HY M N LXXVIII. 
Chriflian Gratitude. 


St. Joun’s Tune. 


Wuy do the faints rejoice 
With lifted heart and voice, 
And fill the air with fhouts of praife? 
_ Becaufe the Son of God 
Has bought them with his blood, 
And fané¢tifies them by his grace, 
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The very ftones would cry, 
And lift their voice on high, 
For God could give them hearts and tongues, 
To fhame the ranfom’d race, 


The blood-bought fons of grace, 
If they thould ceafe their thankful fongs. 


Did Jefus die for me? 
Shall I his glory fee? 

And fhall I ceafe to fing his name? 
No; fhould my guilty tongue 
Refufe to join that fong, 

Silence would cover me with fhame. 


Oh could I learn to fing \ 
Of my exalted King : 
As they who fee him fing in heav’n, 
How would my heart and voice, 
In praifing him, rejoice !— 
My heart and voice for this were given. 


Sinners, come tafte his grace, 
Then you will learn his praife, 
For all who know him blefs his name; 

Think what he bore for you, 
Then will you love him too, 
Whofe love is one eternal flame. 


{ 92 ) 


HYMN _ LXXIX. 
Chriftian Profeffion. 


St. Joun’s Tune. 


How pleafant is the gate 
Where willing converts wait 
For fellowfhip with Zion here ; 
Where they with wonder tell 
How they efcap’d from hell, 
And hope in glory to appear. 


With wonder we attend 
While they the finners’ Friend 
With tears of holy joy extol ; 
Each heart, once hard as fteel, 
Now made for fin to feel, 
Bears tokens of a ranfom’d foul. 


No more of felf they boaft, 
They humbly own the coft 
Of their falvation freely paid ; 
The fins which make them groan, 
And muft have funk them down, 
. They now behold on Jefus laid. 
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No place to them fo {weet 
As Mary’s at his feet, 
No mutfic equal to his name; 
No do¢trine they approve 
But his redeeming love, 
Which freely bore their fin and fhame. 


In him the law they view, 
And the {weet gofpel too ; 
With humble hope and holy fear, 
Through his atoning blood, 
They now draw nigh to God, 
And his bright wedding garment wear. 


HYMN LXXX. 


The fame. 


To Him alone they fing; 
Him, as their Lord and King, 
With fhouts of holy joy, they own; 
And oh! how oft they long 
To join the heav’nly fong, 
And caft their crowns before his throne. 
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The fouls that.tafte his grace 
Defire to fee his face, 

In whom they fee their fins forgiv’n; 
With Jefus they would dwell, 
Who faves their fouls from hell, 


He calls them to the tkies, 
He fays, * My love, arife, 
* Make hafte, and leave the world behind.’ 
' When once they hear his voice, 
They tremble and rejoice, 
Aftonith’d that he {peaks fo kind! 


‘Tir’d of the world and fin, 
Their journey they begin, 
And every let and hind’rance fear ; 
To heaven, without delay, 
_ They fain would wing their way, 
Becaufe no fin or forrow’s there. 


And marks with blood their path to heaven. 
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HYMN LXXXI. 
Chriftian Profpe. 


’T1s heaven begun below 
To hear Chrift’s praifes flow, 
In Zion, where his name is known; 
What will it be above 
To fing redeeming love, 
And caft our crowns before his throne ? 


When we adore him there 
We thall be void of fear, 
Nor faith, nor hope, nor patience, need; 
Love will abforb us quite, 
Love, in the midft of light, 
On God’s eternal love fhall feed. 


Oh! what fweet compAny 
We then fhall hear and fee, 
What harmony will there abound, 
When fouls unnumber’d fing 
The praife of Zion’s King, 
Nor one diflenting yoice is found ! 
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With everlafting joy, 

Such as will never cloy, 

We fhall be fill’d, nor with for more; 
Bright as meridian day, 
Calm as the evening ray, 

~ Full as a fea without a fhore. 


Till that bleft period come 
Zion fhall be my home; 

And may I never thence remove 
Till from the church below 
To heaven at once I go, 

And there commune in perfect love. 


HYMN LXXXII. C.M. 
Triumph over Death. — 


THYATIRA TUNE. 


O Dzartn, where is thy cruel fting 
Which us’d to wound my heart ? 

Since I beheld my dying King 
I’ve loft that venom’d {mart. 


The King of grace and glory dy’d, 
And dy’d to ranfom me ; 

Thy pow’r to kill he then defy’d, 

And poe the victory. 
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I can furvey the gloomy grave, 
And no dark horrors feel, : 
Since Chrift defcended there to fave ~ 
His faints from death and hell. 


O grave, where is thy victory |! 
What conqueft haft thou made, 
Since my Redeemer conquer’d thee, 

And thou was’t captive led? 


What ranfom’d foul haft thou detain’d 
From its eternal reft, 

Since Chrift the victory obtain’d, 
And thy dominion ceas’d? 


While I can boaft of Jefus flain 
I’ll triumph over thee; 
I fhall not in thy pow’r remain 


When thou art fent for me. 


HYMN LXXXIIL C.M. 
Comfort under Lofs of Friends. 


Dearth is the fervant of your Lord, 
Ye faints, why fhould ye weep? 
Since Jefus tells you in his word, 
That death, in him, is fleep. 
G 


. 
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Are your dear friends or kindred gone 
To fing before the throne? 

And are you left on earth to mourn, 
To mourn your lofs alone? 


Weep for your lofs, but not for them, 
Nor mourn your lofs too long; 

Their.place and yours will be the fame 
*Midft yon celeftial throng. 


” Your lofs is their eternal gain, 

4s And all things work for good 

_- While we rejoice in Jefus flain, 
And humbly walk with God. | 


The Lord will wipe the tears away 
Of thofe who weep for fin; 
* And forrow, fadnefs, or difmay, 
Will not in heav’n be feen. 


The faints, who mourn the heavy lofs 


Of dear relations gone, 
Though they on earth endure the crofs, 


In heav’n fhall wear the crown. 


Soon on the everlafting plains C 
Our golden harps will found 
To high, celeftial, thankful ftrains, 


Through one eternal round. 


} 
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HYMN LXXXIV. 
Praife for Elefting Love. a 


Wreatu’s Tune*. 


Nor unto us, but to thy grace, 
Great fountain of eternal love, 
Belongs the everlafting praife 
That finners hope to dwell above. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord—the Saviour praifey 
Hofanna to the God of Grace. 


Jehovah Jefus, juft and wife, 
Laid the foundation of our peace 
Before he fpread the azure fkies, 
Or form’d the earth, or fill’d the feas. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


Before his all-creating voice 
Supply’d the fun and moon with light, 
Or bid the hofts of heav’n rejoice, 
Our fouls were precious in his fight. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


* All the Hymns written to fuit Wreath’s Tune, will go 
to any long-mealure Tune, by leaving out the cho. us, 
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He fix’d his children’s future lot 

When firft he drew creation’s plan, 
Rejoicing in each favour'd fpot 

W here he would dwell with fallen man. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


Jefus, with high delight, furvey’d, 
On the vaft map before his eye, 
The place where he has fince difplay’d 
The great incarnate myftery. 

Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


HYMN LXXXV. 
The fame. 


_ How free, how glorious was the grace, 
wonderful the fov’reign love, 

That choie our fouls, our time, and place, 
Betore he bade the planets move. 
Cho. Praife the Lord—the Saviour praife, 
Hofanna to ihe God of Grace. 


No claim had we, who now enjoy 

The {miles of our redeeming God: 

He only knows that chofe us, why 

Our hearts are his divine abode. . 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


( ) 


If we appear before his throne 
When he (hall call our fpirits hences 
| We mutt be fav’d by grace alone, 
For who can help Omnipotence? 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


HYMN LXXXVI. 
Praife for Redemption. 


WREATHS TUNE. 


Pratse your Redeemer, praife his name, 
Ye faints, who live upon his grace ; 
Praife H1m whofe love remains the fame 
Through every change of time and place, 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord—the Saviour praife, 
Hofanna to the God of Grace. 


Praife Him who opens mercy’s door 
To welcome every feeking foul ; 
Who gives falvation to the poor,. 
And makes the wounded confciencewhole. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c, 
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Praife Hi m who came from heav’n, to bring 
Glad tidings of falvation down; 

Praife Him, for you have caufe to fing, 
Who hope for an immortal crown. 

Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


Praife Him who lov’d you when you lay 
In bondage under Satan’s pow’r ; | 
Who dy’d, your ranfom price to pay, 
And {poil’d your foes in that fame hour. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


Praife H1m who lov'd you on the crofs, 
Praife Him who loves you on his throne, 
Praife H:m who turns to gain your lofs, 
And makes your croffes prove your crown. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


Praife Him who lov’d you long before 
The wheels of time began to move ; 
Whofe love, when time {hall be no more, 
~ Will ftill be everlafting love. 
Cho. Praife ye ihe Lord, &c. 
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HYMN LXXXAVIL. 
Ihe Divinity and Mediation of Chrift. 
WREATH’S TUNE. 


Pratise ye the Lord, th’ eternal King, 
Who reigns by right, and rules by love; 
Let all the faints his glory fing, 
The faints below and faints above. 


Cho. To Him that lives, but ence was flain, 
Be honour, power, and praife. Amen, 


Praife Him who fits upon his throne, 
His throne of glory and of grace; 
O’er heav’n and earth he reigns alone, 

Unlimited by time or place. 


Cho. To Him that lives, &c. 


The everlafting mountains bend 
Beneath his glorious awful feet ; 

The vallies where he walks afcend, 
And every ftep obedient meet, 


Cho. Zo Him that lives, &c. 
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No hand againft his will can rife, 

No heart againft his love can ftand; 
No place is fecret from his eyes, 


Not heaven, nor hell, nor fea, nor land. 
Cho. To Him that lives, &c. 


What he defires to do, is done; 
The awful mandate of his will, 

That moves the univerfe alone, 
Can make the univerfe ftand ftill. 


Cho, To Him that lives, &c. 


His fmile is heav’n—his frown is hell, 
His dreadful vengeance breaks his foes; 
His favour is the living well 
From which complete falvation flows. 


Cho. To Him that lives, &c. 


| 
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HYMN LXXXVIII. 
The fame. 


WREATH’S Tung. 


Tue hofts of heav’n, at Chrift’s command, 
Fly through the air, or walk the earth; 
And round the church, like watchmen ttand- 

To guard the men ot heavenly birth. 
Cho. To Him that lives, but once was flain, 
Be honour, power, and praife. Amen, 


His glory fills eternity, 
Eternity which was, and is; 
And all eternity to come 
Will thine with his immortal praife. 


Cho. To Him that lives, &c. 


The faints, which ftand before his throne, 
In holy robes of fpotlefs white, 
Caft at his feet their glories down, 
And bend to his imperial right. 
Cho. To Him rhat lives, &¢. 
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Angels and feraphs all attend 

As minifters to do his will, 

With rev’rence and fubmiflion bend; 
‘All heav’n, when Jefus fpeaks, is ftill. 
Cho. Zo Him who lives, &c. 


And when he ftops, all heaven refounds 
With his high praife and matchlefs love; 
Angels and faints with blifsful founds 
Fill all the happy plains above. 
Cho. To Him that lives, &c. 


HYMN LXXXIX. 
The Subje continued. 


To Him they fhout—to him alone! 

Who bears eternal glory’s weight, 
Who fills the high celeftial throne, 

And ‘honours that thrice holy feat. 
Cho. To Him that lives, but once was flain, 
Be honour, power, and praife. Amen. 


To Him who lov’d, and liv’d, and dy’d, 
_And triumph’d o’er the pow’r of death ; 
To Him whofe wounded hands and fide 
Add mufic to celeftial breath. 

Cho. Zo Him that lives, &c. 
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To Him who bore our fins away, 
And wath’d our guilty fouls with blood ; 
Who taught our feet the heav’nly way, 
And makes us kings and priefts to God. 


Cho. To Jlim that lives, &c. 


To Him who fent his fpirit down, 
When we were finners once on earth, 
To raife us to an heav’nly crown, 
And give our fouls celettial birth. 
Cho. Jo llim that lives, &c. 


To Him who fhines before our eyes 
In robes of uncreated light; 
Whofe glories ever on us rife, 
And fill us with fupreme delight. 
Cho. To lim that lives, &c. 


To Him whofe everlafting lore 

Sent forth thofe precious ftreams of grace, 
W hicii made us long to dwell above, 

And led us to this blifsful place. 
Cho. that lives, &e. 
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HYMN XC, 
Praife for Salvation. 


WrREATH’S TuNE. 


Pratse ye the Lord, let finners praife 
The Saviour’s great and glorious name; 
Let every heart that feels his grace, 
_ His mercy, love, and truth, proclaim. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord—the Saviour praife, 
Hofanna to the God of Grace. 


Praife Him who lov’d and pity’d you 
_ When you no love or pity fought ; 
Who pay’d your price to juftice due, 
When you had fold yourfelves for nought. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


Praife him who fends his fpirit down 

To thew you all your fins forgiv’n, 
To mark and feal you for his own, 

And fit you by his grace for heav’n. . 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. | 


| 
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Praife Him whofe everlafting love 
Springs like a fountain in the foul ; 
And will, when time thall ceafe to move, 
In an unbounded ocean roll. 
Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


. Mercy, eternal as. his throne, 
And wide as his moft righteous reign, 
Defcends in fhow’rs of bleffing down 
On all for whom the Lamb was flain, 


Cho. Praife ye the Lord, &c. 


XCL S.M. 
Death and Refurrecion. 


WorkKsworTuH 


Come, faints, and view the grave, 

The grave where Jefus lay; | 
Where Jefus conquer’d death, to fave 

Our flefh, which was his prey, 


Why fhould we ftart afide, 
Or feel fuch rifing gloom ? 
Since, when the great Redeemer dy’d, 
He fandctify’d the tomb. 


i 
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That ftill and quiet bed 
In which our fieth mutt reft, 


Will hear the voice which wakes the dead; 
Our fleth will then be blett. 


And when we drop our clay, 

Our fouls will mount on high, 
And wing the bright celeftial way 

That leads to endlefs joy. 


When Jefus comes again 

To wake the fleeping dead, 
He'll bring us in his glorious train, 

To their laft conqueit led. 


When we our bodies fee 

With our immortal eyes, 
How joyful will our fpirits be 

To meet them as they rife! 


And when the pearly gates 

To welcome him extend, 
We fhall march through the heav’nly ftates 
With our immortal Friend. 


| 
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HYMN XCIl. S.™M. 
Heaven. 


RuTLAND TUNE. 


O wHatT a wedding day 

Will that bright morning bring! 
Our f{pirits married to this clay, — 

And both to Zion’s King! 


Angels will fhout aloud, 
And we with joy thall fing; 

To him that wath’d us in his blood, 
This perfect praife we bring. 


Praife for our bodies rais’d, 

And with our fouls made one; 
Praife for our twofold nature, plac’d 

On Chrift’s immortal throne. 


Praife for the conqueftwon 
From fin, from death, and hell, 


| By him that fits upon the throne, 


Who has done all things well. 


Praife for the conqueft gain’d — 
By faith in Jefu’s blood ; 

The grace which has our fpirits train’d 
For fellowthip with God, 


= 
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Praife for the profpeét fure 
Of endlefs joy and peace, 


And light, and life, and love as pure 
_ As God the Fountain is. 


HYMN XCIII. 
Praife to the Redeemer, 
Wreatu’s Tune. 


Come, ye that fear and love the Lord, 
And magnify his glorious name; 
His name is through all heav’n ador’d, 
Let faints on earth adore the fame. 
Cho. To him that lives, but once was flain, 
Be honour, pow’r, and praife. Amen. 


His honours fhine within no bounds, 
Though they are brighteft fcen above ; 
The univerfe his praife refounds, 

And heav’n and earth proclaim his love. 


Of all the works his hands have made 
Well may our fouls adore him moft; 
On him our fins and guilt were laid, 

In Gop THE Saviour we will boaft. 


_ Nor will our boafting e’er be vain 
While he’s the object of our truft; 

For all, for whom the Lamb was flain, 
Shall rife and praife him from the duit. 
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Proclaim his praife with mortal breath 
While here you live on his rich grace ; 
But when we triumph over death 
We'll crown him with immortal praife, 


Well, he hath faid—there ftands our hope, | 
The glorious trumpet foon will found ; 
Then we fhall leave the dufky globe, 
And praife him on celeftial ground. 

HYMN XCIV. 


The Dawn of the Latter-Day Glory. 


WREATH’S TUNE. 


Praise him that made you, all ye ifles, _ 
Let every nation join the fong ; H 
Give thanks for your Creator’s fmiles, 
Redemption will not tarry long. 
Cho. Shout! for the Lord the Saviour’s come; 

Let all the nations make him room, 


Jefus his glorious march begins, 
Before him loud hofannas found, | 
To fave his people from their fins, . 
And break the chains that bind them round. 

Cho, Shout! &c. 
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His chariot wheels of living fire 

Fly through the heav’ns, and burn their way 
Through all that checks his grand defive 
To {pread the light of heav’nly day. 

Cho. Shout! &c. 


Array’d in robes of morning light, 

The glorious Conqu’ rer {its on high; 
And King of kings,’ by fov’ reign right, 
And * Lord of lords,’ adorns his thigh. 
Cho. Shout! &c. 


The glorious rainbow round his head 
Mercy and truth at once difplays; 

And peace and juftice round him fpread 
‘Their radiant arms in clofe embrace. 


Cho. Shout! &c. 


‘Omnipotence is his bright bow, 

‘His Father’s will employs his hand ; 
His polith’d thafts of love ftrike through 
| The fouls to endlefs life ordain’d. 


Cho. Shout! &c. 


But when his mighty bow he draws 
To make his perfecutors {mart, 
’ Thofe rebels that defpife his laws 
_ ghall feel his arrows in their heart. 
Cho, Shout! &c. 
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HYMN XCV. 
The fame. 


finners, bend, or you break, 
You’ll fing in heav’n, or groan in hell ; 
Not earth and hell combin’d can check 
The pow’rof Chrift’s all-conqu’ring will, 
Cho. Shout! for the Lord the Saviour's come; 


Let all the nations make him room, 


Ten thoufand thunders filene’d, hide 
Their dying founds before his voice ; 
He {peaks of peace, and empires wide, 
In his all-cheering word rejoice. © 

Cho. Shout! &c. 


Before him free falvation flows, 
Like a broad river full and ftrong, 
With cryftal ftreaims of life, for thofe 
Who worthip as he rides along. 

Cho. Shout! &c. 


His countenance exceeds the blaze 
Of our moft {plendid noon-day fun ; 
| Millions of dazzled feraphs gaze 
With rev’rence while he thines alone. 
Cho. Shout! &c. 
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The Sun of Righteoufnefs, he thines 
The light and life of heav’n and earth; 
His beams create celeftial mines, 

And give celeftial millions birth. 


Cho. Shout! &c. 


By him they live, to him they fing, 
From him they look for life to come; 
The church obeys him as her King, 
The church enjoys him as her Home. 


Cho. Shout! &c. 


HYMN XCVL 
The fame. 


_ Ltrx, light, and love, and liberty, 

Flow from the great Redeemer’s reign ; 

He fets the captive nations free, 

Never to wear their chains again,, . 

Cho. Shout! for the Lord the Sauitur’s come; 
Let all the nations maké him toom, 


His laws are perfect righteoufnefé, 
And perfect peace, and perfect love; 
By thele he rules the fons of grace, 
By thefe‘he rules the realms above: 


Cho. Shout! &c. 
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He gives the pow’r, and gives the will, 
His holy precepts to obey ; 
With patience, faith, and hope, and seal, 
To help his pilgrims on their way. 

Cho. Shout! &c. 


The King of. Zion can beftow ; 

To fearch.his riches were a tafk 

Beyond what heav'n and de. 
Cho. Shout! &c. 


He fatisfies the longing foul, 

And ftill creates it new defire; | ‘ 

And while eternal ages roll 

Hisfaints will after him afpire. 
Cho. Shout! &c. 


HYMN XCVIL. Sevens, 
Believers’ Baptifm. 


Cuttpren of the King of grace, 
As from earth to heav’n ye go, 

Your Redeemer’s footfteps tracts 
Follow him in all ye do. 
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Since your Lord in Jordan once 
Was baptiz’d to lead the way, 
Every human rite renounce, 
And his voice with joy obey. 


His fweet prefence you will find 
Shining on you as ye go; 

Caft your fears and cares behind; 
Truft him, he will bring you through. 


You are buried with the Lord, 

In the Lord you rife again; 

Now you live upon his word, 
Who, to ranfom you, was flain. 


Hear the voice which {peaks from heav'n, 
»* If ye love me, keep my ways.’ 
_ You that feel your fins forgiv’n, 

Can you flight the God of grace? 


Mighty Saviour, we obey 

_ Thine auguft commanding voice; 
Thou haft taught our feet the way, 
_ In thy fanction we rejoice. 


— On thy promife we rely, 

_ Hear us from thy lofty throne, 
| Shiag upon us from on high, 
 Blefgand feal us as thy owa. 
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HYMN XCVIII. 
The fame. 


Watwortu Tune. 
dove, defcend, 
And feal us as thy own! 
While we the will attend 
| Of him that fills the throne; 
Defcend, and blefs thy fons on earth, 
Great Author of celeftial birth. 


Thou didft with glory crown 
The Great Redeemer’s head, 
When he (fubmiflive down 
In Jordan’s billows laid) 
Rofe up, to thew how he would rife 
Triumphant through th’ eternal fkies. 


Blefs us, O Lord, with light, 
With heav’nly light and love, 
While through this facred rite 
With willing hearts we move; 
Our fpirits with thy glory crown, 
And blefs us, Lord, as we go down. 
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+ And as we rife again 
Above the pliant wave, 
Let thoughts of Jefus flain, 
« And rifing up to fave, 
Raife us on wings of faith and love ' 
To his delight tul feat above. 


And may our future life, 
Holy and without blame, 
- With fin and hell at ftrife, 
Put fin and hell to fhame; 
Till we triumphant o'er them rife, 
‘And dwell in thy celeftial fkies. 


XCIX. 
Before Baptixing. 


RESURRECTION TUNE. 


Tue Lord himfelf of life 
Hath taught our fouls this way; 
And why thould human ftrife 
i Teach us to difobey ? 
- When he went up from Jordan’s flood, 
' There met in one the Triune God. 
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What God himfelf approves, 
Who can or dare deny ? 
Come, every foul that loves 
At Jefu’s feet to lie, 
Before his throne perform his will, 
For there he fits commanding fill. 


Till time itfelf thall end, 

Iam, he fays, with you; 

Your faithful God and Friend, 

Still to my promife true: 
Believe my word, obey my voice, | 
And you fhall in my ways rejoice. 


Hear then, ye ranfom’d fheep, 
Your Shepherd {peaks from heav’n ; 
And his commandment keep 
By'whom your fin’s forgiv’n: 
Corftrain’d by his recteeming love, 
Your love to your Redeemer prove. 


You bear his facred name, 

And glory in his grace; 

And can you think it fhame 

To walk in all his ways? 
To follow him who leads your way 
To regions of eternal day? 


7 


( 122 ) 


HYMN C. 
After Baptizxing. 


St. Joun’s Tunes. 


We blefs th’ eternal Three, 
The facred Trinity, 
' The Father, Son, and Spirit’s name; 
The Son went thro’ the flood, 
The Father {pake aloud, 
_ And down the Holy Spirit came. 
When Jefus had obey’d, 
| The voice from glory faid, 
' € This is my own Beloved Son, 
* In whom I am well pleas’d.’ 
The Spirit then made hatte, 
: With glory Jefu’s head to crown. 
How honourable then, 
Ye ranfom’d fons of men, 
Is this delightiul ordinance! 
‘ Who can withftand the pow’r 
Of him we all adore, 
When all his voices {peak at once? 


Obedience fpake in Chrift 
When Jefus was baptiz’d; 
| Approving and applauding love 
The Father’s voice exprets’d; 
The Spirit him confefs’d, 
Defcending on him like a dove. 


HYMN CLI. 
Chrift the Peliever’s Example in Baptifme 


How full of truth and grace 
Are all the Saviour’s ways! 
What he commanded men to do, | 
Himfelf he did perform ; | 
With zeal his heart was warm 
While the cold river he pafs’d through. 


* It well becometh us 
* To be baptized thus, 
$* And to fulfil abl righteoufnefs ;’ 
Thefe words the Saviour faid, 
And in their native bed 
The waters tid their Lord embrace. 
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This was a tranfient grave; 
But when he dy’d to fave, 

He was baptiz’d in wrath divine: 
Fire, guilt, and grief, and blood, 
Compos’d the awful flood 

Which overwhelm’d the Saviour then! 


None but himfelf could bear 
What Jefus fuffer’d there, 
His foul thro’ death’s dark waves funk down; 
| But he from thence arofe, 
And triumph’d o’er his foes, 
| . And wears in heav'n the conqu’ror’s crown. 


| But no fuch work for you, 

| Ye faints, remains to do, 

The emblem only you can bear; 
Yet, fince by this you may 
Your love to Chrift difplay, 

Honour the facred name ye wear. 
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HYMN 
Praife for Grace and Glory. 


WREATH’S LUNE. 


Tue Lord, that grace and glory gives, 


. Dgmands a revenue of praife ; 


A revenue from all that lives, 

But moft from fubjects of his grace. 

Cho. Sing to the Lord—the Lord alone, 
For grace and glory are bis own. 


Praife rifing up from hearts fincere 

In Jefu’s all-prevailing name, 

Is pleafing in Jehovah's ear, 

Whofe fpirit fans the grateful flame. 
Cho. Sing to the Lord, &c. 


To him we owe the hope we have 
That our tranfgreffions are forgiv’n; 
The hope of rifing from the grave, 
And dwelling with the Lord in heav’n. 


Cho. Sing fo the Lord, - 


| 
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When we in nature’s ruins lay, 

And God’s juft law pronounc’d us dead, 
Emmanuel bore our guilt away ; 

The juit to fave, the unjuit bled. 

Cho. Sing to the Lord, &c. 


And when we firft believ’d the word, 
And fied for refuge to his Son, 

*T was the good Spirit of the Lord 
That made the joyful tidings known. 
Cho. Sing to the Lord, &c. 


HYMN CIII, L. M. 
The Comforter and Advocate. 


Wuewn fome fwect promife warms our heart, 
And cheers us under heavy care, 

It is the Spirit’s gracious part 

To take that word and fix it there, 


*Twas he that turn’d our hearts away 
From love of {in and hateful ftrife; 
His all-creating beams difplay 
The dawa of everiatting life. 
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’Tis he that brings us comfort down 
When we complain and mourn for fin; 
And, while he fhews our heav’nly crown, 
| Affures us fin no more fhall reign. 


| Our great High Prieft before the throne 
Prefents the merits of his blood; 

For our acceptance pleads his own, 
And proves our caufe completely good. 


When prayer or praife attempt to rife, 
And fain would reach Jehovah’s ear, 
His all-prevailing facrifice 

Perfumes and makes it welcome there. 


HYMN CIV. Sevens. 
Chriff the Good Shepherd. 


Suzer of Chrift’s redeemed fold, 
When their Shepherd calls them near, 
Need not of his voice be told, 

None but Chrift can make them hear. 


Follow me, the Saviour cries, 
You on paftures green fhall feed ; 
On your Shepherd fix your eyes, 
He’ll fupply your ev'ry need, 
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Down they fit beneath his feet, 
Soon as once they hear his voiec; 
All he fays is mufic fweet, 

All he wills becomes their choice, 


- 


He has mark’d them ev’ry one 
With his own eternal name; 
Though they wander up and down, 
Still his care remains the fame. 


While the wolf, with withful eye, 
Overlooks the midnight fold, 
Ifr’el’s Shepherd’s always nigh, 
Nor of one will loofe his hold. 


ii In the dark and cloudy day, 
f When the under fhepherds faint, 


Jefus marks the wand’rer’s way, 
Watchful over every faint. 
HYMN CV. 


Chriftian Contentment. 


Tuovucu eafe and plenty, fruits of wealth, 
And all the means of life and health, 
And {weet conyenicnce, pleafe us; 
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In poverty, which moft we dread, 
Without a houfe above my head, 
Or feathers to make foft my bed, 
My foul could reft in Jefus, 


When he came down from heav’n to earth, 
The manger was his place of birth, 

A chamber was denied him; 

And when, to do his Father’s will, 

With loving kindnefs, pow’r, and (kill, 
He went about, quite lowly ftill, 

The women’s hands fupplied him. 


Why then fhould I, who tafte his grace, 
And hope in heaven to fee his face, 

Be careful tor the preient ? 

I foon thall have enough at home, 

From him who now aftords me fome; 
When death, to move my goods, fhall come, 
My houfe will then be pleafant. 


The King himfelf 1 thall behold, 
Array’d in robes of pureft gold, 
This hope my fpirit raifes ; 
Angels and faints, for company, 
In that bleft manfion 1 thall fee; 
Nor will they be atham’d of me 
To aid them in his praifes! 
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“HYMN CVI. 
Anticipation of Heaven. 


On, how the thought that 1 thall know 
The man that fuffer’d here below 

To manifeft his favour, 

For me, and thofe whom moft I love; 
Ox here, or with himfelf above, 

Daes my delighted paffions move 

At that {weet word, for ever! 


For ever to behold him fhine, 

For ever more to cal! him mine, 
And fee him ftill before me! 

- For ever on his face to gaze, 

And meet his full aifembled rays, 
While all the Faruer he difplays 
To all the faints in g'wry! 


Not all things elfe are half fo dear 
As his delightful prefence here, 
What mutt it be in heav’n ! 

*Tis heav’n on earth to hear him fay, 
As now I journey, day by day, 

Poor finner, caft thy fears away, 
fins are all n.’ 


| 
| 
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But how mutt his celeftial voice _ 
Make my enraptur’d heart rejoice, 
When I in glory hear him; 

While I, before the heav’nly gate, 
For everlafting entrance wait, 

And Jefus, on his throne of fate, 
Invites me to come near him! 


Come in, thou bleffed, fit by me, 

With my own life I ranfom’d thee; 
Come tafte my perfect tavour ; 

Come in, thou happy f{pirit, come, 

_ Thou now fhalt dwell with me at home; 
Ye blifsful manfions, make him — 
For he muft ftay for ever. 


When Jefus thus invites me in, 

How will the heavenly hofts begin 

To own their new relation ; 

‘Come in! come in! the blifsful found 
From every tongue will echo round, 
Till all the cryftal walls refound 

With joy for my falvation. 
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HYMN CVII. L.M. | 
Praife to the Redeemer for conquering Death, 


Deatn has no fting to pierce the foul 
That now by faith to Jefus flies; 

He can the pow’rs of hell control, 
And bid the fleeping dead arife. 


His own almighty arm can fhake 

Thofe gloomy vaults and manfions down, 
At which the fons of Adam quake, 

And raife their tenants to a crown. 


Then fear not death, but fear the Lord, 
And look to him for victory ; 

For thofe who tremble at his word 
Shall his immortal glory fee. 


His promife is for ever fure, 
And he hath faid that death fhall die: 


His word for ever muft endure; 
His word, that fills eternity. 


Rejoice, ye faints that fear his name, 
Rejoice in his eternal might ! 

For he has put your foes to thame, 
To fhame and everlafting flight. 
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Rejoice in Him, for he will come; 
In all the beauty of his love, 
And take his church, from confli€t, homé 


To everlafting joys above. 


HYMN CVIII. M. 
The confiraining Motive to Praife. 
Cuarity Tone. 


Wuo can forbear to fing, 

Who can refufe to praife, 
When Zion’s high celeftial King 

His faving pow’r difplays? 


When finners at his feet, 
By mercy conquer’d, fall; | 
When grace, and truth, and juftice, meet, | 
And peace unites them all? 


When that terrific law 

Which, from the blazing mount, 
Fill’d Ifr’el’s trembling camp with awe, 

Shews 4 difcharg’d account? 


When the fweet gofpel found, 
The filver trump of heav’n, 
Proclaims, to contrite fouls around, 

That all their fin's forgiv’n? 
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When heav’n’s expanding gates 
Invite the pilgrims’ feet, 
nd Jefus, at their entrance, waits 
‘ To place them on his feat? 


Who can forbear to praife 
Our high celeftial-King, 

When fov’reign, rich, redeeming grace, 
Invites our tongues to fing? 


Shortly will be publifbed, 
By the Author of Warwortnu Hymns, 
The Second Edition of 
EXPERIMENTAL ESSAYS, 


With feveral additions (omitting only the 
Hymns, and one piece of Profe, which are 
contained in this Volume), on the fame 1ize 
and paper as this ; which may be had, bound 
in one volume with the Hyinns, by thofe who 
give orders for them. 
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By the defire of our own Deacons, and fome others 
of the Church which I bave the honour, under 
Chrift, to feed; and alfo by the hope of doing 
good to my fellow Chriftians, and fo ferving my 
bef? and only Mafter; 1 am prevailed on to fub= 
join to Walworth Hymns the following thoughts 
on Church Fellow/fbip and Social Religion in 


general, 


A SHORT ESSAY 
ON 


. CHURCH FELLOWSHIP AND SOCIAL 
RELIGION, 


Tue higheft and fweeteft of all human fel- 
lowfhip, out of heaven, is the fellowihip ofa 
gofpel church formed after the model of the 
Holy Scriptures: the ordinances of God’s Tm 
houfe, ‘and the means of grace in general, are Him 
calculated to draw the hearts of a multitude to 
one center; where, being all attracted by one 
object, and all attentive to one fubjedt, all ine 
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= formed trom one fountain of light, all fupplied 


from one fountain of mercy and grace, and ail 
filled'with delight from one fountain of ever- 


gafting and infinite love, their hearts and fen- 


iments coalefce at once, and they become, 
Shough many, as it were but one. On this 
= Secount, a2 name and a place in God’s houfe 
98 faid to be better than the deareft and moft 
Honourable fruits of mere natural life, ‘ fons 
daughters ;’ becaufe the enjoyments 
and true honours arifing from fellowthip with 


the people of God are fuperior to thofe which 


Spting from any other branch of focial life on 
earth 


for any Chriftian, who deferves that honours 
able name, to make light of that divinely 
Mituted relation? The Scripture fpeaks of 


Believers being added to the church daily, and. ° 


S.exptains this in another place, by the follow- 

ang PNequivocal and expreffive fentence: ‘They 
Grit gave themfelves to the Lord, and to one 
* another by the will of God.’ Their uniting 
"with the church of Chrift was not an aé of. 
‘their own free choice, which they might per- 


forth if they pleafed, or omit without any jut | 


Blaine ; but it is exprefsly declared to be by 


“4 
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If this be true, how highly unlovely is it. 
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the will of God that they fo gave 
[* ap to one another, having firft, by Divine 
Grace, been enabled to give themfelves up to 
| the Lord.—Some believers fay, when afked 
why they live without the enjoyment’ of 
church fellowthip, feeing they have a right © 
thereto, ‘ We belong to thé churth of Chrift 
* at large already, inafmuch as we are members 
- * of his body myftical, and are by DivineGrace 
‘ vitally united to our Head.’—So did thofe 
_ believers above mentioned, for they could not 
have given themfelves to the Lord had they 
not received divine life from him with whom | 
is the fountain of life. Indeed thofe who aré 
| ‘not vitally united to Chrift by a living and ~ 
}. fruitful faith (which is the. gift of God) have 
no right either to the honours or benefits af 
church fellowfhip. We have an awful proof | 
of this truth in the cafe of Simon Magus, and 
in the divine and fudden vengeance which . 
overtook Ananias and Sapphira in the very 
covert of their own hypocrify. .Buttoanfwer ~ 
the above objection, when a. real believer ~ 
makes ufe of it to excufe his neglect of church _ 
fellowthip. Give me leave, my dear fellow 
® Chriftian, whoever.you are, to fay your rea- 
Aoning on this point is-juft as good as if a 


& ‘ 


; 


hobleman’s fon, in difguife and from home, 
fhould fay, * I know I am a fon and heir of 
# fuch a noble family, and therefore I neither 
$ with to be fo efteemed by others, or to enjoy 
* the honours and privileges of my father’s 
* houfe.’ Wife men of every defcription 
ipraife confiftency of character and condud; 
Dut where is the confiftency of loving Chrift 
sand Chriftians, and yet not openly and fully 
-profeffing to love either? 

© Ts it not confiftent,’ fome may fay, * to 
‘* continue under that profeffion in which we 
‘¢ were brought up by our parents, or other 
;* friends, without inquiring very nicely into, 
'€ the merits of it ; efpecially feeing many good 
and worthy Chriftians in our day do the 
'* fame, and are well accounted of ?’ 

' It may be confiftent with a ftate of wilful 
_ darknefs(which all men who hear and obey not 
‘ the gofpel are declared by the word of Godto 
; be in) to fufpend inquiry into that true fource 
’ of divine intelligence, the Sacred Scriptures, 
for fear of difcovering unwelcome truth there; 
but how it can be confiftent with ‘ old things 
* being paffed away, and all becoming new,’ 
to look to old things for a light to walk in the 
Lord's new way by, it would require a conf 
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derable degree of invention to explain. My 
advice to inquiring Chriftians on this fubje@, 
is, whether in the parlour, from the pulpit, 
or from the prefs, ‘ Examine the New Tefta- 
‘ ment clofely for yourfelves, take your Lord’s 
¢ advice in this as well as in all other things 
* relative to religion,’—* call no man father 
* which is on earth, for one is your Father, 
* which is in heaven.’ 

Error needs a great deal of defending to keep 
it from finking into oblivion ; a great deal of 
equivocation to hide its certain and natural 
confequences from being detected by honeft 
inquiry; and a great deal of learning and rhe- 
toric to plead its caufe :—but, in order to em- 
brace truth, we need only light to fee it by, 
and an heart to love it. 

Has not he who is the Truth itfelf faid, * By 
‘ this thall all men know that ye are my dif- 
‘ ciples, if ye have love one to another?’— 
And how can Chriftians better exprefs their 
love to each other, or better manifeft it to the 


furrounding world, than by living in a con- 


ftant attention to all the endearing ties of 
church fellowfhip ; to renounce the world and 
put on Chrift, by being publicly baptized, as 
an act of obedience to Him, inthe facred name 


gs 
he 


) 
_Of the Father, and of the Son, andof the Holy 


_Ghoft; to unite ourfelves openly to them 
whom we have good reafon to efteem obedient 


followers of the Lamb of God; to fit with | 
them at the fame table, and commemorate tle | 


dying love of Jefus as the one Fountain of our 
‘{piritual life ; yea, to feed all at once by faith 
on his broken body, and view his precious 
blood as the rich wine that animates our im- 
‘Mortal fpirits; to confider ourfelves as re- 
‘deemed by the fame Almighty Friend, and to 

_ walk together in communion of heart on our 
way to the fame everlafting home, are furely 
uniting and endearing ordinances. As thofe 
__ who belong to the fame family can with pro- 
'priety be more free one with another than 
fuch as areonly on a vifit, fo Chriftians united 
in church fellowfhip can, by virtue of theit 
profeffional relation to each other, with far 

greater propriety exhort, rebuke, admonilh, 
and even, by their animating mutual example, 
_. provoke one another to love and good works 
_ than shey can obey thofe relative precepts 
who, though they are brethren, have made 
no mutual profeffion of their divine kindred 
to each other. ‘ The righteous,’ fays the 


Pfalmift, ‘ thall flourith like the palm-trees}’ 
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and they are faid to grow beft when planted 
thick together. Heaven is all fociety and all 
union; and why fhould not the church on 


earth be as much like heaven as poffible? Yea, 


itis even faid of the primitive church on earth, 
that * the whole multitude of the difciples 
‘ were of one heart and of one foul.’ But, 
beloved, is not individual obedience effential 


-to mutual agreement and harmony in fubjects 


of the fame government ? Let Chriftians take 
heed, therefore, how they charge the churches 
who hold with ftrict communion with caufing 
divifions among God’s people, feeing it is 
only wilful difobedience of a plainly revealed 
precept of our great King that thuts any of 
them (who bear worthy chara¢ters) out from 


ft communion with our churches. It is fre- 


quently faid, ‘ there is a line of feparation 


* drawn between different denominations of 


‘ real Chriftians;’ but furely it is no more 
than reafonable to afk, Who draws this line? 
The obedient, who do as the Lord has bidden 
them, without making carnal objections to his 
revealed will? or the difobedient, who refufe 
to attend to his divine command, becaufe they 
have been previoufly prejudiced againft it? 
Axe the confequences of difagreement among 
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fubjects of the fame kingdom chargeable on 
the obedient or difobedient fubjects ? Surely 
not on the obedient, but on the difobedient, 
lat leaft if it be a righteous government. 

: Now as I fuppofe no Chriftian will difpute 
the righteoufnefs of Chrift’s authority in the 
. churches, fo none can prove that obedience 
_ rendered to his revealed will is the real caufe, 
though it may fometimes be the innocent oc- 
_ cafion, of divifions in the church. 

As trees often tranfplanted, even if they 
liye, grow little, and bear little fruit; fo for 
the moft part rambling Chriftians, although 
really the children of God, are far from being 
equally ufeful or happy with thofe that belong 
to lively and well-ordered churches ; for they 
neither abide long enough under one miniftry 

to imbibe the fpirit of it, and form clear and 

connected ideas of doctrine ; nor perceive the 

_ beauty of its influence on the practice and fo- 


And, even fuppofing fuch to have talents for 
ufefulnefs to others, before thofe talents are 
ripenéd into juft efteem among one people, the 
fubject of them is tranfplanted into a diftant 
and different foil, where he mutt ftrike root 
into new conneétions before he can either 
know or be known to any good purpole. 


cial conduct of thofe who are inftructed by it. f 
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: Moreover, a well ordered church affords 4 
, | Chriftian fuch near views of the beft examples 
for imitation as cafual fociety can feldom boaft 
of: and, even fhould it be objected here, that 
» | there are inftances of the neareft, moft inti- 
e | mate, and frequent fellowfhip among fome 
e | who belong not to any particular church, it 
could be eafily proved that church fellowfhip 
can be no bar to fuch intimacy, but is rather 
the nurfery where fuch focial plants thrive 
y beit; and being of courfe more looked after, 
o | bear the richeit fruit. The force of example 
h | is far from being {mall even in {piritual things. 
ng | 4mitation is an efiential quality of human 
ng | Nature, whether confidered in its depraved or 
ey renewed ftate. The apoitle {peaks of pro- 
voking one another to love and to good works; | 
ad | and again, it is faid of Chritt himfelf, that he 
he | has left us * an example that we fhould follow 
foe | * his fteps.’ 
it, | Look, and be like; might perhaps ferve as 
for } 2 proverb to all ranks and defcriptions of 
are | Mankind. We fometimes even infenfibly 
the § Jmitate that in others, by being much with 
ant B them, which on reflection we difapprove, 
oot @ tence how ftriking the propriety, beauty, and 
per of that exhortation with promife, 
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| , © Come out from among them, and be ye fe. 
| « © parate, faith the Lord; touch not the un- 
* clean thing, and I will receive you, and I 
- “ will be your Father, and ye thall be my 
‘fons and daughters, faith the Lord Al- 
* mighty.’ This laft mentioned feripture na- 
| turally fuggefts the idea of another beautiful 
, feature in a church of Chrift; namely, that it 
- is toa Chriftian as his home; he vifits elfe- 
where, but he dwells in the church; yea, our 
Covenant God and Father calls Zion his 
dwelling-place ; and where fhould fons and 
daughters dwell, but in their Father’s houfe? 
As our {weet Britith Pfalmift fings, 


There would I find a fettled reft, 
While others go and come; 

Wo more a {tranger or a gueft, 
But like a child at home. 


The neceffary bleffings which fupport and 
render life comfortable, as food, reft, and {o- 
ciety, are all {weetened to us by being enjoy- 
ed at home. And the writer of this little 
Effay can witnefs, for one, that a fpiritual 
home is a Home indeed; having enjoyed for 
many years that great blefling in one of the 
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livelieft and largeft of our churches, and under 
an excellent miniftry, which may the great 
Head of the church continue to blefs and fues 
ceed for many years to come! And to this I 
know I fhall have many readers that will fay, 
Amen. Come then, dear fellow Chriftians, 
or go, which ever fuits you beft, and, obeys 
ing his commands who is King in Zion, unite 
with fome church on earth in that holy and in- 
timate fellowthip which needs only to be in- 
terrupted by the Meflenger, the welcome 
Meflenger, who brings your difmiffion to the 
church triumphant. I {peak from happy ex- 
perience, as well as with the word of God 
quite on my fide, in highly and warmly re- 
commending focial religion; and therefore 
cannot but hope, in dependence on the Lord, 
that I fhall meet with fome fuccefs. 

The ftrength and beauty of focial religion 
are founded on, and confit in, fimilarity of 
character, union of intereft, unity of heart, 
and harmony of conduct: but fimilarity of 
character cannot be known without frequent 
comparifon of fentiment; union of intereft 
cannot be well underftood without frequent 
comparifon of evidence; unity of heart cannot 


fubfift but by means of mutual knowledge and 
K 
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| _ ¥eciprocal communication ; neither can there 


be harmony of conduct in many, but as far as 
in all their actions they keep one end in view, 
Or att from one pure motive. Our divine 
Lord reprefents fimplicity of motive, or a 
fingle eye, as the fubitance of wifdom: * If 
* thine eye be fingle, thy whole body thall 
* be full of light." What a thade of dithonour 
does this faying caft over all human policy; 
which is but too much imitated ia the con- 
dudting of religious focicties, even churches 
where the gofpel is profeiled in diitinGion 


a) from all ceremonies of men’s deviling! It is 


- 


hard for human wifdom to confent to be | 
melted down and caft into the mould of gol- 
pel fimplicity. Refpectability of character 
among men is one of the moft refined baits 
the devil ules to catch Chrift’s fith with. But 
it is a truth, which muff be felt fooner or later 
by every true Chriftian, that every degreeof | 
conformity to the world tendsto make hima , 
coward before men, and a flave before God. |} 
Gofpel fimplicity and true humility form the 
beft bafis for free communication in fpiritual § 
things. He that can look down on the fimplet 
means of Chriftian fellowship, walks too much 
on the lofty mountains of felf-eftcem to gather 
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many of the flowers which grow in the valleys 
of focial love. Social religion is the aurfe at 
all the graces of the Holy Spirit in the foulsof 
believers ; and thofe who have been moft tine 
der -her care can witnefs with me that the is 
not adry nurfe. is it not pity that in this 
one point the fellow:hip of faints on carthone 
with another fhould fo far refemble that af 
the church militant with the church triumph- 
ant?) We have infallible teftimony that the 
faints in heaven are members of Chril’s 
myitical body,’and as fuch we love them, 
but we cannot convey our ideas of diving 
things to them, nor receive from them any 
account of the felicity, or manner of ther 
blifsful fate, that is referved for us, till we 
are asthey. So we have cretdible teRimony 
that the members of the feveral churches te 
. which we belong are Chriftians. and, as far 
as we nelicve it, we rejoice with them im the 
common falvation; but we have few means 
among us, as churches, whereby we can con. 
vey our ideas of divine things freely to each 
ether, fo as to enjoy literal fellowthip Yet 
as there can be no wound in Zion but there is 
baim in Gilead fuited to heal it, let thofe, 
who are convinced of the truth of thefe ebfer- 
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vations, apply to the great Phyfician of fouls, 
Fequefting him, who alone has fufficient {kill 
and power, to fend health and cure in this re- 
fpect to his churches. 

The inftruction and eftablifhment of the 
members of Chrift’s myftical body in the 
Knowledge and experience of all that pertains 
to his fpiritual kingdom, efpecially in the 
knowledge of Chrift himfelf, his near and 
vital relation tothem, and all the benefits and 
bleffings which flow to them through the 
channel of his mediation—the onenefs of their 
intereft, as different members of one head— 
their unity of heart, frequent fellowfhip one 
with another as the mean of keeping alive 
and increafing that unity—their obfervance of 
the Redeemer’s pofitive inftitutions, and obe- 
dience to all the moral precepts in his word, 
I conceive to be the great ends which fhould 
be conftantly kept in view, in the ufe of all 
the means of grace; and thefe ends can never 
be anfwered by an outward form of keeping 
together the church of Chrift, though that 
may be both needful and ufeful in its place: 
yet the moft that can reafonably be expected 
from the exercife of fuch a form of church 
difcipline, or government, as it is fomeume 
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called, is an outward appearance of peacty 
and a decent attention to each other in a way 
of common or more intimate civility: fueh 
means may keep up the peace which ftands op- 
pofed to outward confufion ; but are not likely 
to promote that peace which is built on mutual 
knowledge and good underftanding, and which 
ftands oppofed to envy and difcontent. Fre 
quent heart fellowfhip, and much delight in 
each other, are the beauties of church order? 
By this,’ faid our Lord, * fhall all men know 
‘ that ye are my difciples, if ye have love one 
* to another.’ 

The fellowhhip of the church, as recorded 
in the Acts of the Apoftles, appears to have 
been maintained by the love of Chrift thed 
abroad in their hearts, and made known by 
much delight in each other’s company, and 
free communication both of things temporal 
and {piritual. one with another. And Paul, 
in all his epiftles to the churches, keeps thefe 
things in view in a way of pofitive precept, 
while outward difcipline may, in general, ra« 
ther be faid to be implied than exprefled by 
him. 

It has been, and will perhaps ftill be, ob- 
jected by many, when fuch doétrine as this is 
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thet the Lord's people in generat 
Came er opportunity for frequent fo- 
and that fuch ‘things are apt 
Upon the order of families: but 
ebjections, if clofely examined, will be 1 -. 
to be excules, rather than seafons.. 
irre calling is there which ought to take the - 
Of our heavenly calling? What isthe ad- 
of laying up carthly treasures, com- 
peared with that of increafiig in the wifdom 
Cometh from above? And what the 
private families to the order of the 
family of heaven, the church of Chrit? 
Lord loveth the gates of Zion more 
all the dwellings of Jacob.’ The order 
Se families is without doubt of great impor- 
but the filence of fcripture refpeing 
and manner of it, is a fufficient rea- 
Why it Should always be attended to in | 
to the more important Chrif- 
— of public worthip and focial fel- 
ip. | | 
Btake the liberty of ftating here a few rea- 
mame sor frequent and intimate focial worthip. 
mepravity and condemnation; and they are 
Galled by divine grace to look to one objed 
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Redeemer paid one price 
his people; and the fame Almighty Spies 
to them all; ad as are 
in one way, $6 they are all te 


oftheir hope ig: exalse 
without the leaft cocatien of 
termuption from cach other, any, 
there is for an individual to ¢ ee 
“Sight of the fun is not bis, becaufe every: 
The man Jefus loved his church even. te 
own death, and has left it. this ¢ ner 
Lowe.one another, as have Joved yous 
A ‘ He that hath my commandments and kee 
eth them, he itis shat loveth me; 
) ¢ that loveth me thall be loved of my Father 
¢ and 1 will love him, and will of my 
‘ felf te him.’ And As, the. Fall 
hath loved me, fo have 1 loved you 
tinue ye in my love.’ And again, 
| my commandment, that: ye love one 
+ other, as 1 have 
. ¢ hath no man than this, that ay.dov 
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* his life for his friends:’ it appears that from 
this word the apoftie drew his reafon for fay- 
ing, ‘ We ought to lay down our lives for the 
* brethren.’ The fame apoftle, I think, fome- 
where fays, ‘ Love is the fulfilling of the 
* law.’ From thefe, and many other fcrip- 
mm tures, it is plain that love is the fubftance of 
mm all practical and experimental religion; and, 
from the nature of divine love in the heart of 
a Chriftian, it is evident that soctaL RELI- 
GiON is its HEAVEN upon earth. Not only 
man, but all creatures, are made for focicty, 
and without the prefence and mutual enjoy- 
ment of each other, would be comparatively 
-miferable: but the delight which fprings from 
Chriftian fellowthip is peculiarly exquilite, as 
well as peculiarly lafting; its foundation, its 
author, its nature, its motive, and its end, all 
con{pire to render it incomparable and inex- 
prefiible! If thefe things are true, why have 
not the members of churches, in the prefent 
day, more knowledge of, and fellowthip with, 
one another? Oh that fuch a query were 
ftarted by the Holy Spirit himfelf in the heart 
of every individual of that defcription! Sup- 
pofe fuch a plain and honeft inquiry were 
@yen to become univerial among Chriftians, 


| 
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would not the anfwer be foniething like this? * 
‘4° Tradition has fet his foot on the heel of re- 
vealed truth, and has by this means fo trod- 
‘fh den off the thoes of the preparation of the 
. BP gofpel of peace from the feet of the faints, 
‘that they cannot walk in the paths of focial 
love fo well as they were wont todo. If any 
one afk us why we worfhip in public during 
fuch and fuch hours on the Lord’s day? it is 
enough that we can anfwer—Cuftom and our 
own convenience have inclined us to the ob- 
fervance of thofe hours. But fhould any one 
ferioufly inquire of us why we have few, if 
| any, means of intimate and a¢tual fellowthip 
one with another as children of the fame fa- 
’ mily? what a pity is it that we are equally 
obliged to anfwer in this cafe as in that— 
; Cuftom and our own convenience have inclin- 
ed us to the neglect of thefe. Was this the 
manner of the primitive Chriftians? No. 
¢ They continued daily from houfe to houfe 
‘ in tellowihip, and breaking bread, and in 
| © prayer.’ Religion was their one concern ; 
and, in attending to that one concern, though 
| in number they were fo many thoufands, they 

*were but one. 
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As for the ufefulnefs of thofe meetings of 


the Lord’s people, commonly called experi- 
ence and conference meetings, I believe it is 
known, wherever thy are judicioufly and zea- 
loufly attended to; and this is perhaps as 
much as can be faid of any other means. In 
the former of thefe meetings the Lord’s peo- 
ple are found faying to their brethren, as Da- 
vii of old, * Come all ye that fear God, and 
* I will declare what he hath done for my 
* foul.’ And many are the advantages at- 
tending this lovely conduct: the various de- 
vices of Satan to entangle and perplex the 
_ minds of believers are expofed ; the influence 
of earthly things on the mind is confeffed, and 
mutually lamented before the Lord; the tre- 
quent deliverances the faints experience in 
times of trouble, are recorded ta the manifeft 


honour of their great Deliverer; the faithful- 


' nefs of a covenant God in anfwering prayers 
and honouring them that honour him, 3 


abundantly teftified ; the power of the crofs 


of Chrift to crucify fin in the heart is declared; 
the ufefulnefs and fuitablenefs of the preached 
word is acknowledged; love is increafed; 
faith is ftrengthened ; hope is enlarged; and 
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a foretafte of heaven itfelf is often experienced 
on earth: even when the people come toge- 
ther with their hearts comparatively cold, re- 
ciprocal and free communication is often like 
the Rriking together of a cold flint and cold 
ftecl, and there comes out fire; as, faith the 
wife man, * Iron fharpeneth iron, fe doth the 
* countenance of a man his friend.” 
_ In the latter of thefe, called conference 
meetings, the light the Lord is pleafed to caft 
on his own word, while his people are reading 
it from day to day, is fet forth for mutual edi- 
fication with much advantage; while he that 
exhorteth, according to the apoftle’s advice, 
Waits on exhortation. | 
The Holy Scriptures are a mine of fpiritual 
truth without a bottom; and as the Divine 
Spirit is the only infallible expofitor of them, 
and opens them to whom hewill,theutterneg- 
Ject of conference meetings feems to have im it 
the nature of quenching the {pirit in the hearts 
of the faints. On this fubject I beg leave to re- 
commend to the ferious confideration of thofe 
who have in any meafure the conducting of 
church affairs in their hands, the twelfth | 


hapter to the Romans, from the 3d tothe . 
ad of the Sth yerle, the whole twelfth 
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chapter of 1ft Corinthians, and the fourth 
chapter to the Ephefians. I humbly conceive 
that no impartial Chriftian, whom God has 
favoured with the gift of difcerning truth for 
the benefit of others, can deliberately examine , 
thofe and many other portions of God’s word, | 
and yet believe the neglect of conference 
meetings, efpecially in large churches where 
there are gifted members, to be an innocent 
thing. 

So great is the lofs which the churches ful- 
tain by the neglect of thefe things, and fo 
great would naturally be the mutual advan- 
tage of reviving their ufe, that whoever may 
be the honoured inftrument of fo good a work, 
he may be juitly called, in the language of 
prophecy, ‘ The repairer of the breach ; the 
‘.reftorer of paths to dwell in.’ 
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IND E X, 
Pointing out the firft line of each Hymn. 


A Friend there is—your voices join - Page 71 
A garden fenc’d from commonearth - 77 
And am I bieft with Jefu’s love - - a 
And may I hope that, whenno more - 65 
Arife ye faints, and fing below - ° $3 
A Short Effay on Church Fellowfhip, &c. 135 


Bend, finners, bend, or you muft break _ 
Brethren, while we fojourn here -« = § 


Celeftial dove, defcend - 
Children of the King of grace - - 417 
Chrift knows the heights of heav’nly blifs 74 
Come, lift up your joyouseyes - - 42 


Come, faints, and view the grave - - 109 
Come, ye that fear and love the Lord - 112 


Death is the fervant of your Lord -- 97 
eath has no fting to piercethe foul - 1 33 
Draw near, O ye bieiled, and help me to fing 86 


xalt, ye faints, the Lord your King - 39 
ather, our hearts would now afpire - 18 


od’s nature and hisname weread - 82 
yreat was the price to jufticedue - - 


14 
ark! from the crofs, a gracious voice 
cre love appears a fruitful vine e +9 
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Hofannahtohismame - - 
HofannahtetheGodoflove - - 2 
How free, how glorious was the grace - 109 
How fulloftruth and grace - - 133 
How light, while fupported by grace - 3 
How pleafantisthegate - - - 
How {weet to wait upon the Lord - - s9§0 
How fweet, how heav'niy isthe ijight - 3p; 
How vait the fuffering:, who can tell - ofp, 
How willing was Jelustodie - - tip, 


efus, how heav’nly isthe place Pr 
cius, awayfromearthifiy - - 3 Pr 
efus, to thy great name we fing - 
efus, thy faints aflembie here - - 
know that my Redeemer lives - - 
In expeCGation {weet - - 


Ring Jcfus, rcign for evermore - 


Life, light, and love, and liberty = - 
Lift up your heads, ye gates - - 
Lift up your hearts in folemn - 
he comes, array’d in vengeance 
Lord, atthyfeetinduft [lic - 
Lord, my very heart would bieed—s- 
Love is the fweetelt bud that blows - 


My foul, whene'er thou fhalt arive = - 
My foul, unferter’'d by the (kies - 4 


Noecarthly citycan compare - - 
0 hand can move in earth or hell - 
Notuntous, buttothy grace - - 


© death, where is thy cruel fting 
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INDE X. 


O whatawedding day - Pageits 
Oh, how the thought that ( fhall know 130 
Oh what a garden willbe feen - 10 
On earth the fong begins 46 
On the brink of fiery ruin 37 
On the wings of faith upriing - - @ 


}Our were laid upon his head 
Pilgrims we are, to Canaan bound - 63 


Praife him that made you, all yeifles - £13 
Praife ye the Lord, th’ eternal King - 10 
Praife ye the Lord, let finners praife - fo! 
Praife your Redeemer, praife his name 141 


Rejoice in God, the word commands - 1¢ 
Rejoice, ye faints of God ae” 

viour of faners, fromthy death - 6% 
Sheep of Chrift’s redecmed folds + 127 
Sinners, away from Sinaifly <- 3% 


empted fouls, arifeandfing - ay 
Tis heav'n begun below 
Tis good to wait upon the Lord - - 2% 
The heav’ns above our heads declare - % 
Phe Lord, whofe throne is fix’don high §4 
he hofts of heav'n, at Chrift’s command 105 
he Lord himfelf of life - - 
he pones which through the form - 4g 
‘he Lord, that grace and glory gives - 125 
he faints above, in fpotlefs white - 2¢ 
he vartous trees, and plants, and flow'rs 8 
hen we fhali fee and know - 


Bho’ we're ftiil with foes furrounded .- 58 


ho’ foes in the way we oftentimes meet 56 
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INDEX. 


Tho’ eafe and plenty, fruitsof wealth Page 128 
Thus far on our waytoZion - 
To him alone they fing 
To Zion we go, the featof ourking - 
To him they thout—to him alone - - 


Weblefs th’ eternal Three - 
We long for that fair morning light - 19 
Welcome, dear brethren, to this place - 85 
What is it for a faint to die 
What joys will crown that happy hour - 
When firm I ftand on Zion's 43 
When I by faith my Saviourfee - - § 
7 
7 


When Jefus, both of Godand men - 
When {welling Jordan o’er us rolls - 
When fome {weet promife warms our heart 124 
When on my beloved | gaze__—- - 
Wherefore thould dark events alarm ~- 
While pilgrims on this earthly ball - 
Who can forbear to fing - 
Why do the faints rejoice - - 
Why fhould we thrink at Jordan’s flood - 
- Why thould the faints be fill’d with dread 


Ye faints that bow at Jefu’s feet - 
Yes, Jefus did relign his breath - 


Zion's the city where I dwell 
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